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Chapter XI 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) Its fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of each chapter.) 


She said ‘cause nobody believes me 
The man was such a sleaze 

He ain't never gonna be the same 
Run away, run away trom the pain 


- Aerosmith "Janie's got a gun" 


Bystein's parents and his illness were two most avoided and mysterious topics. | surmised that these two were 
connected to each other, that maybe one followed the other one. However, | had never found it out, Øystein avoided 


talking about it like the plague. 


| had seen Bystein's father three times in my life. He was kind of, erm, peculiar man. The first thing that strikes 


when one sees him are scars and burns on his face, neck, hands, everywhere. 


He looked a bit like Freddy Krueger from A Nightmare on the Elm Street and this is what | and ‘Hellhammer' called 
him like. We were just kids, it probably had been some awful accident from the past and we, instead of sympathising 
with him, just laughed. | hadn't told Øystein about that nickname but he had heard about it himself and, surprisingly, 
laughed along with us. 


But when | once asked him what had happened to his father, he just snapped "the accident" and that was it. 

| first met Freddy, okay, Mr Aarseth, when he came to Helvete. That day it was me working there because Øystein 
had to go to do some business in the town. When | first saw him, | was quite terrified. The guy asked about his son, 
Øystein, with a low voice. Then | understood who he was. | told him that Øystein wasn't there and that he'd come 
back soon. He dug his heels in to stay and wait for him even though | warned him that it could take several hours. 


- | came here all the way from Rogaland - he said with a firm voice. - | can wait. 


Then he asked me "who the hell | was" so | introduced myself as Kristian Larsson, the name | hated but which I'd 
say if | didn't want someone to not find out what my real personality was. 


- Kristian - he laughed. - it's not a good name for a guy who plays metal, is it? 


| ignored his stupid attacks. | noticed a Christian cross hanging on his neck; oh, a Christian, | thought. This is probably 
why all that animosity towards Øystein comes from. 


When Mr Aarseth got bored in the end and walked away, | felt relieved. | felt tense while he was around, we hadn't 


really taken a shine to each other. 

When Øystein came back late in the evening, he was downcast and irritated He closed himself in his room and didn't 
even want to talk to me. | finally convinced him somehow to let me in. He was lying in his bed, there was one of 
those strange meds standing on the bed table. Valium. 

| lain myself next to him, kissed his neck. | told him | had seen his father. 


- Yeah, me too - he mumbled 


- What did he want from you? - | asked. However, | didn't get an answer to that, though, Øystein started sobbing 


and told me to leave him alone, so | left the room. 


| was shocked because I'd never seen him like that before. So broken, in pieces. As if that meeting with his father 
had made his fragile psyche break. 


Next time Mr Aarseth came directly to our apartment at Tøyengata. | was just coming back from Bergen, bringing 
Øystein some of new Burzum songs, | wanted him to listen to them and make his opinion. So | made my first steps to 
his apartment from Oslo S station. | was excited about the thought that we'd see each other in a second, | was as 


aroused as a teenager before his first sex. | had that feeling every time | stepped on the train from Bergen to Oslo. 
| was so in love that | didn't even realise that. 


When | arrived at the block of flats, | unlocked the front door, | did the same with the door to his apartment. | was 


in high spirits but there was something strange hanging in the air. The silence. 

- Øystein? - | called. 

- Hello Kristian - | heard suddenly. | saw Mr Aarseth sitting in the armchair, he seemed relaxed. Øystein was sitting 
on the opposite, chain-smoking, and that didn't really happen often to him. He looked at me briefly, his eyes begged 
for help. 


- *God dag - | mumbled, moving closer to Øystein as if in his defence. 


- How's Bergen? - he tackled me, Øystein closed his eyes, his hands were shaking when he puffed away at the next 


cigarette. 

- Leave him alone - Øystein mumbled but his words were powerless, his father didn't even care. 

- Its okay, thank you - | replied tersely. | endured his look, didn't give up. 

- We'll finish that conversation the other time - he said, rising from his place. Øystein didn't even honour him with 
one word. Freddy Krueger left the apartment, my eyes followed him until the door closed behind him. The silence fell 
in the room. | touched Dystein's shoulder hesitantly, he shrugged but let me pull him closer to my side. 

- Is everything alright-? - | asked hesitantly. Øystein shook his head. 


- Nothing's alright. 


| didn't ask him more. Whatever was between Øystein and his family, it was so painful that he didn't want to talk 
about it. 


Mr Aarseth appeared just a couple of days before.. That Day came. 

It was the sixth of August and simultaneously the last day | saw Øystein alive. 

We had a row then. So many unnecessary words were said. Words | regretted later on and which | couldn't withdraw. 
| didn't make it to apologise. | wanted to do it on the tenth of August, say sorry, make it up. Let it be as it always is. 
But | was too late. 


- Get the fuck out! - Øystein shouted. He threw my clothes into me. - Take your clothes and get out! 


- With fucking pleasure! - | shouted back, taking my clothes and cramming them carelessly into my bag. - I'll finally 
be free from such a shithead like you! Thanks! 


- Great, so fuck off and don't come back! 
- | won't fucking come back even if you'll be begging me on your knees - | hissed. 


When | was leaving, Bystein was standing with his back to me, his shoulders were trembling, he cried. This is what 


he looked like on the day when | last saw him. Alive. 
As | ran down the stairs, | came across Mr Aarseth. He said hello, | snapped something at him hurriedly, not wanting 


to embroil myself in some strange discussion with him, | didn't need that. | was hurt and furious, tears of anger 
rolled down my cheeks so | kept wiping them away with a nervous gesture. Bystein's father said something more to 
me but | didn't hear what exactly; | dashed out of the block of flats at Tøyengata 38 and headed towards the 


station. 


When | was coming back there four days later, already calm and longing, | didn't expect to fall into a pitfall set by 


‘Blackthorn’ and someone else. 
Translations: 

*God dag - hello 

Aerosmith - "Janie's got a gun": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =RqQnZADZEIA 


Chapter V 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) Its fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of a chapter.) 


You will never know 

/ will never show 

What | feel 

What | need from you, no 


- many "You will never know" 


He came back in the evening, just as he promised to. Well, as a matter of fact, his understanding of evening differed 
from mine a bit, for him evening was ten o'clock or later, for me the evening was over then and it was the 


beginning of the night. But nevermind, the most important thing was that he did come back. 


| was playing the guitar when he appeared. Firstly, he was sitting motionlessly on the windowsill, just looking at me. He 
spoke only when | finished. 


- | liked that, it was good. 
| shrugged when | heard him. 


- Don't you scare me like that, okay? - | scowled at him. - Alarm me somehow, | don't know, with a bell or 


something - | joked. 

- No problem, I'll buy myself a feng shui or other shit and I'll ring it every time | appear. 
| laughed at that and he managed to smile. 

- You look like a human now. 


- Oh, shut up - | said when he made a comment about my lack of overgrowth on my face. | shaved especially for 
him but he didn't have to remark that. However, | knew he wouldn't let it slip. 


- You asked me... for help - | began hesitantly. - What would | do for you? 


Øystein took a glance threw the window, then looked at me again. 


- You know that. 

- I'd take you to the other side - | said, more affirmatively than questioningly. He nodded. | was a bit perplexed, 
started walking to and fro around the room. On one hand, | knew Øystein suffered while being here, among the living 
ones, but on the other hand that selfish and egoistic part of my nature didn't want to let him go. 

After all, | had scarcely got him back. 


- You could also clear your name, regain the reputation - he said quietly, so quietly that | could barely hear him. 


- I'm finished even though - | blew a raspberry. - Everyone knows their own truth that says that it was me who 


killed you. 
My voice faltered at the end of a sentence. Damn, it wasn't supposed to sound like thot. 
- But we both know it wasn't you. 


- You know it, Øystein. And | know it. But who cares-? No-one will believe us. | mean, me. No-one will believe me. You 
don't exist for the others - | said in a sotto voice, slid my hand along my face. 


- Ill help you. That's what I'm here for. 

- | don't know, Øystein. | don't know - | shook my head. - | have only a two-week-long furlough. I've been in prison 
for five years. For the murder | didn't commit. The murder of you - | groaned. - It's still sixteen years for me to 
go. l'm tired l'm so fucking tired. It all brings me down. | feel powerless. | just can't go through another trials. 

| buried my face in my hands, he approached me, sat next to me. The bed didn't even feel his weight. Only me, as a 
mediator, had the ability to not only see the ghosts but also fee/ them. | could touch them, however, they had 
always been the same - cold They didn't have any fragrance and they didn't breathe. But now | know that they 
could feel what they felt before they died, that they kept all their senses untouched. 


| felt a pleasant shiver running down my spine when he touched me. | closed my eyes for a while just to open them 
again and look at Øystein. 


- Øystein, you're dead. 

- My body's dead. But | am here. 

- | shouldn't feel that. It's sick 

- When you kissed me - he began. - | felt.. so alive. So much alive. 


- Contact with me brings you back the memories from the past life - | mumbled. - I'm still alive, all in all. But what 


kind of life this is. Without you. 


- But | am here! Varg, its really me - he shook me, then grabbed my face so that | would look him in the eyes. 
Those brown eyes, so much different from mine, once they were shining and so full of life. Had they really changed 
that much? There was still something in them, a spark. 


When Øystein kissed me, | stopped being in doubt. It was different but those were the same lips as years ago. It was 
him. Exactly the same. Just without a wrapper that body was. 


We flung ourselves into kisses, he started unbuttoning my pants hastily, | knocked him over on his back. | kissed his 
neck, bit him, he pulled my hair. | took my sweatshirt off, it landed somewhere in the corner. | slid my hands under 
his sweater. Unfortunately it was the same sweater he was in.. That Day. | stopped for a while, looked at him. 

- Everything's okay? - he asked. 


- | think | went crazy. 


| shook my head and then pressed my lips against his again, he undid my belt buckle. It was just like in the old days 


in Krakstad, or later in Oslo or Bergen where we quickly made love every time we had a moment for each other. 
Then we were two magnets with opposing fields. 


| slid his jeans down, kept kissing, licking and biting him. He didn't stay in debt. He dug his nails into the skin on my 
back, | felt that I'd have red streaks there afterwards. 


When | finally entered him, | felt complete. It felt so good that | wanted to bawl. | couldn't remember when it was the 
last time | felt that good. Fingers of my left hand joined his right hand over his head. That one gesture said all | 
wanted to tell him. 


A growing tingling in my underbelly. Balancing on the edge. The next thrust sent a warm shiver down my spine, | had 
an impression as if | fell down the cliff, as if | started falling endlessly and the ground didn't come closer. A wave of 


heat overwhelmed me. Øystein dug his nails into my skin again. 


| transferred to another world To another, mysterious reality where was only me and Øystein left. Time stopped for 
a split second. 


The orgasm was nursing from me slowly, letting the arousal leave me gradually. | was breathing spasmodically, 
irregularly, | got the nystagmus, | didn't know where to look, memories and awareness kept coming back to me. | got 
my senses back. | recalled myself who | was. 

| looked at Øystein, his hair was a bit dishevelled but no other signs of tiredness were visible on his face. | was 
sweaty, breathed spasmodically, a blush on my cheeks, warmth on my face. It was impossible to forget that | was 
only a human being. 


Øystein smiled at me, brushed my hair away from my face. 


| was lying motionlessly on him, he kept stroking me. | kissed his shoulder. 


I'd never told him but he was the love of my life. Never before or after had | met anyone who'd generate such 
feelings in me as Øystein did. Such extreme feelings. | wasn't able to hate him but some of his actions awed or even 


sickened me. In such moments, | wanted to leave him but I'd never really managed to do it. 


He was a fascinating person and | had always thought of him like that. But he was disturbed too. | could never 
predict what he'd do next. But | wasn't any better. That's why we fit each other so well. 


- You're heavy. 


That was his implication to say get the fuck off me. | rolled and lain next to him, reached for a packet of cigarettes 
that was lying at the night table. | lit up one. 


- You'll get a cancer from those cigs. 

- Aren't you ashamed of breaking that romantic atmosphere? - | started teasing with him. He smiled, rolled on his 
stomach, looked at me. | pulled him closer to me, my heart was still racing. | could hear nothing from his chest. A 
silence. 

| stubbed the cigarette out in the ashtray. 

- I'll be back - | said with a hoarse voice and then plodded towards the bathroom, still weak at knees. | looked in the 
mirror; | looked awful. As if | had just come back from a battlefield | had crimson blushes on my cheeks, my hair 


was poking in different weird directions and sticking to my sweaty forehead. | couldn't recognise myself. 


| had never seen that man in the reflection. 


Imany - "You will never know": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =HptBdEw2xqY 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) 

It's fiction, no profit is made. 

(Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned at the beginning 
of a chapter.) 


Will you sing my songs 
When my voice no longer speaks? 
Carry me on within your memories 


- Eivør "Remember me" 


Øystein first came to me when | was waiting in the remand before my process. 


It was that strange hour when you don't know if you're waking or sleeping already. When you're slowly falling into 


the unconsciousness, gradually entering the NREM sleep phase. 


It was a stormy night, sounds of war behind the window, it was flicking and fulminating; August, typical Norwegian 


summer. 


| turned to face the wall, clenched my eyelids and slowly fell asleep. However, | didn't really sleep well, it was a 
shallow sleep. In that strange hour | kept rolling over, hearing everything what was going on, the storm, the steps 


behind the door, someone's sobbing. 


It was Øystein who cried. His slightly-built silhouette, dark hair and pale skin contrasting starkly with it, it just 
couldn't be anybody else. 


- Im so sorry. l'm so, so sorry. 


Before | managed to wake up fully, understand what he said and comprehend the whole situation, he was already 
gone. He disappeared just like a dream at dawn. 


When | woke up, | started wondering if it was a dream or not. That was the easiest explanation and | made myself 


believe that. | believed that until the preliminary hearing that took place already the next day. 


Essentially, it was my first and last hearing. The testimonies against me were so convincing for the court that | 
didn't really have a possibility to defend myself. My counsellor was hopeless. It was a witch-hunting: media, people, 
everyone wanted blood. They wanted to show black metal in a bad light. They wanted to lynch me and point their 


fingers at me. 


Look, he is the murderer. The Satanist. The killer. To hell with him. 

Øystein was at that hearing too. 

He was standing at the end of the courtroom, looking at me. | was watching him too, | couldn't take my eyes off him. 
| started trembling, it was ringing in my ears, the words of the complainant or the judges didn't really reach through 
to me. | was like under the water, trying to breathe there. 

- Varg. Varg, the judge's asking for you. 

| looked at my counsellor and then lain my eyes on Øystein again, he was standing motionlessly, leaning against the 
wall, gazing at me; he was sad, oneiric. Beautiful. An incredible light was surrounding him, a luminance, the same that 


| had always seen with those who were already dead. 


| walked over to the barrier for the accused ones, not taking my eyes off him. | smiled hesitantly at him, what was 


registered by the media and then became nearly a legend. 
>>Greven<< smiling at his verdict. A dangerous psycho. Keep away from him. A madman A sociopath, 


- | did not do it - | said with a hoarse voice, a lump in my throat, tongue gummed to the roof of my mouth. - | did 


not kill Øystein Aarseth. 


Eivør - "Remember Me": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch? feature =player_embeddedgv =WiBIFIFCk8 
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Í fake a look through the bars 
at the last sights 
Of a world that has gone 


very wrong for me 


- Iron Maiden "Hallowed be thy name" 


| wanted him to come back. 


| was furious. For the first two years in prison | was incessantly furious; | provoked the fights with other prisoners. 
| self-mutilated myself just to get out of that place for a while. | couldn't sleep. | still had hope that Øystein would 


come back. And | was afraid that he'd be back when | was asleep. 


| was furious with him for a while too but it passed very quickly. | had never been able to be angry with him for 
more than one day. After all, it wasn't his fault that | was in prison. It wasn't him who'd set me up. 


We were both victims there. However, | still had no idea whose victims. 


Then | became a bit more polite and humble; | got books or a synth | asked for as a prize. They didn't let me have 
any instruments but that was still better than nothing; at least | could still make music. 


| slept very badly. My shallow sleep became the all-night vigil, an insomnia. | told the guards about it but they didn't 
want to listen, they only thought better of it when | fainted one day at breakfast time. They took me to the hospital 
where | was given some meds. | managed to fall asleep after them but | couldn't wake up in the morning though. The 


guards took me off the bed by force, and | was like a rag doll, | sparked out. 

Then the meds were changed, it was better. However, | still felt awful. 

When you're innocent and you end up in prison, its like being slapped by fate, and a spit in the face. Like a kick in the 
balls. | don't know how to describe it, however, it felt equally painful. And that hopelessness. One man against the 


whole bureaucratised law machine. | felt like in one of the Kafkaesque novels. 


Varg V. tilting at windmills. 


| got a twenty-year-long bird lime what was the same amount of years as | had when | heard the verdict. Whole 
my foregoing life in prison. The best years of my life. Wasted in a sin bin 
Just because | happened to be in a wrong place and at a wrong time. | was too late. Just as usual. 


| was a man who'd lost everything in one second; everything that | had ever cared for. My music, my life, my 
reputation and the man | loved. | had nothing to lose. That's why | was slowly making plans what | was going to do 
when | am finally released. Who will | get even with. 


| started reading my court records. After some time | knew them nearly by heart. 


- Why the hell are you doing this? - the man, Barn, from the opposite cell was laughing at me. - You'll go haywire, 
man. Get a paranoia or something. Let it go. 


| told him to fuck off. Nobody believed that | was guiltless so | decided to prove it on my own. 


Only when | am released, | thought. That thought gave me hope and consolation. After all, my penalty would finish 
one day. 


lron Maiden - "Hallowed be thy name" 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =J5ILPIP-s4o 
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Har kommer rädslan, 
gamle van 
Nar alla fjärilar i magen vaknar upp 
Viskar välkommen hem 
- Kent "Nélens öga" 


| got a prison furlough after five years. 


| got exactly two weeks of freedom, without the right to leave the country. After a fortnight | was supposed to 


show up at the custody, otherwise I'd get extra months of imprisonment to my verdict. 

| agreed humbly to that. Still better than nothing, | thought. 

The day when | was to leave, | was up already from five o'clock, preparing, packing; | was excited, even though | didn't 
show it. | didn't want to give satisfaction to other prisoners or guards. It was better to keep a bitch face who 
doesn't care at all. | heard that policemen could be very mean while on the furlough, they'd drive the prisoners far 
away from their homes or do the shopping in REMA 1000 just to delay the prisoner's arrival. 


- Well, Vikernes, its your big day, huh? 


One of the guards accosted me. | glanced at him from above the book | was reading and then quickly went back to 


the reading. | knew he just wanted to provoke me. 

Fortunately, it ended up with one attack only. | was given a lift to the main station Oslo S where | had a train to 
Bergen. When the policemen finally left, | felt relieved After seven hours | was home, in Hordaland. My hands were 
shaking when | was unlocking the door to my flat. | was at home at last. 


| put my luggage on the floor and looked around. Only after a while did | manage to smile. 


| walked over to the dining room. Then my smile disappeared, came unstuck and | made a step backwards. My heart 


started hammering like crazy. 


There was Øystein pitting on my sofa 


- Help me - he begged with a beseeching tone of voice. 

| gulped. Suddenly it became too hot in me flat. 

- What are you doing here? - | asked. My voice weird, remote. 
- | need you, your help. | thought you wanted to see me. 

| opened the window, | needed some fresh air. 

- You always come when you are in need of something. When | called for you, there was no answer. 
- | was busy. 

| hit the window frame with a fist and looked at him. 

- Fy faen*, Øystein! It's always the same story! Fucking excuses! 
He clammed up. My anger subsided very quickly. 

- Beklager** - | mumbled. - Please. Don't go. 


He tilted his head and smiled softly. Why would | always soften like that with him? | hated it and loved it 


simultaneously. My attitude towards Øystein had always been full of ambivalence, a mutual attraction and repulsion. 
Once we were like two magnets, depending on a situation we could either have the opposite poles, and then we 
couldn't be torn apart, it was perfect between us, or the like poles - then there were fisticuffs, then we told each 
other things we later on regretted, and then | hated him and | think he did me too. 

- I'm not leaving. 

The enduring silence again. | shifted from one foot to the other. 

- Did you miss me? - he asked suddenly. His question baffled me, | opened my mouth, not knowing what to say. 

- | don't know. No. 

Øystein smiled. Well, yes, | didn't sound very convincingly. 

- Come to me. 

Then | felt warm again. He stretched his arm in my direction. | was fighting with myself, two hemispheres of my 


brain tried to outshout each other. I'd always got a schizophrenia when | was with Øystein. Astonishing that instead 
of putting me into the funny farm, they'd put me into prison. 


| lost, took his hand, gave up. 


His hand was cold. He'd always have quite cold hands but this time it was different, | knew it wasn't natural, he was 


dead. There was no life in him, no blood left. But it was still him. 
- Øystein - | began. He was touching my face as if he was blind and tried to recognise who | was. 


- Shut up - He rebuked me. | think | started shivering. It was... weird. But simultaneously it was fascinating. Exciting. | 


shrugged when he touched my face. - You're so warm. 

- I'd wish | could hate you for what you're doing to me. 

- Ive already heard it once. 

- And | have too. 

| kissed him hard, lingeringly. For a while he didn't want to open his mouth, then he gave up. | put whole my 
frustration, anger, will to revenge, whole my longing and hatred inside that kiss. Everything that was swirling inside 
me then. | pulled him close to me and didn't let him move until | finished. He was fighting with me for a second but 
gave up when | grabbed him by the wrists. 

That kiss was different than any other back in time. Not worse. Just different. 

- You said you didn't miss me. 

- | did. Like hell. 

- Let me go now. I'll come back tomorrow. 

- Don't go - | groaned. - Stay. 

- Okay, I'll come back in the evening, right? Let me go. 

He rose from the sofa, took a look at me again. 


- Do something with yourself. You look like an idiot with that beard. 


- Fuck you. Its none of your business - | mumbled, lighting up a cigarette. | choked with smoke, | hadn't smoke since 


| went to jail. It was a small shock for my lungs. 
Øystein turned on his heel and disappeared. He dissolved into thin air. 


And | was left alone again. 


Translations: 


Lyrics in the beginning (Swedish): 

Here comes the fear, old friend 

When all the butterflies in the stomach wake up 
whispering welcome home 


- Kent "Eye of a needle" 


*Fy faen - fuckl, damn it! 


* *Beklager - sorry 


Kent - "Nalens Öga": 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =iEMhvFbIw8 
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Gratin bein grotna í jörðunni 

eins og leyndarmálin Pin 

sem bu hélst fordum burt fra mér. 
- Sólstafir "Fara" 


March, 1992 

- Varg, who are you talking to? 

| felt warm. Øystein nearly caught me red-handed. There was a man sitting next to me, he died during World War 
Two, damned ghost of the SS-Mann who begged me for help. He wanted me to find something and then hard it to his 


daughter who was still alive. He was quite pushy, got on my nerves. | raised my voice. And someone must have 


heard me. 

- Nobody. 

- Who's that? - the ghost asked, looking at Øystein. - You both look so funny. That long hair! 

| wanted to tell him to shut the fuck up but | couldn't do it until Øystein was still in the same room. 

- Well, if you have a chick here, you don't have to hide her - he said with smile. | nodded; it was a good lie. 


- Yeah. Yeah, a chick - | repeated after him. He frowned. | knew he didn't really buy that lie but at least he left the 


room. | flopped into the armchair, rubbed my temples. 
- I'm not a chick! - the ghost bristled. 


- Shut up - | barked at him. | was angry that | had to lie to Øystein. | didn't really have a problem with lying itself 
but with him it was different. - I'll find what you wanted me to at night. And give it to your daughter in the 


morning. But get lost now. 


In the night, when everyone was finally asleep, | put on a sweatshirt and then stealthily left the house. | took 
Hellhammer's car without asking, threw the spade and torch into the boot and then drove to the cemetery in 


Krakstad. | parked at the main entrance, took everything out from the boot, turned off the engine and lights. 

The SS-Mann ghost was already waiting for me. 

- It was somewhere there - he mumbled. He was looking for something at the wall surrounding the cemetery. 

- Hurry up - | sighed. It was the beginning of March, it was still cold and the ground was still frozen. | had no idea 
how | was going to dig something out in such conditions but | had to try. The ghosts would ask me for many 
different things since | was a child, so theoretically | should be used to that but | never really did. 

- Yeah, | found it! 

| approached him, towards the place he pointed at, but | stumbled over some protruding stone. 

- *Helvete - | cursed. Only then did | realise that it was a part of a grave. 


- A suicide - the ghost explained. - Back from the times when they were buried outside the cemetery gates. 


- Good to know - | mumbled and followed him. After a while | heard a clasp of thunder and then it started raining 
cats and dogs, that | could barely see. - **fy faer Let's do it tomorrow. 


- No, today. We're here already. You won't drive here tomorrow again. 


| was saying devil's paternoster but he was right. If the petrol run out suddenly, Hellhammer or someone else would 


find everything out. 
- It's here - the ghost pointed at a place at the wall, there was also a small "X" painted there. | started digging but 
the ground was solid and frozen, as | expected. After a second my hair was glued to my face and my clothes 


started being heavy because of the water soaking into the material, 


Finally, the spade bumped into something hard, | threw it aside and started digging with hands. After a while | took 


out a casket wrapped in a half-rotten material. 

- Is that it? - | asked. SS-Mann nodded. 

- Thank you. 

- Fuck you - | mumbled, carelessly covered the hole with the ground and then headed back to the car. 

Only when | got into it and closed the door, did | realise that there was someone sitting on the passenger seat. 


- *##Fgen! - | started up, nearly got a heart attack. It was Øystein sitting there. - What are you doing here? Were 


you following me? 


- Varg, what is it all about? 


We were sitting there together, it was dark inside the car, spouts of rain on the windscreen. It was so dark that | 
could barely see him. | turned on the engine, wipers started working, the headlamps were on, they gave some light. 


Øystein was looking at the bundle in my hands. 


| was thinking intensively what | could say to him. How to explain. The tribes inside my head were firing on all 


cylinders but | had a complete void in my head. No credible lie wanted to appear. Tabula rasa. 

We kept silent. 

- | don't know where to begin. 

- It's good to start from the beginning. 

- Okay - | breathed some air in and then breathed out. - But you'll kick me out of the band tomorrow. 
- Shut up and say what's going on 

- Šo, shall | shut up or talk? - | asked. Øystein laughed nervously, and | did too. 


And then | confessed him the whole truth. That | was a medium, or rather some kind of a go-between, that | had 
that, erm, gift since | was a child and that today | was asked for help by the SS-Mann from World War Two. 


My words sounded ridiculous even in my own ears. If | was Øystein, I'd never believe myself. It sounded so damn 
unconvincingly that | am still astonished that Øystein did really believe my words then He kept silent for a while, 
nodded his head and lit up the cigarette. He treated me with one. 

- | think it's incredible. Fascinating. 

| looked at him doubttully. 


- You believe me? 


- Yeah. Why wouldn't | believe you-? - this time it was his turn to be baffled. - Now everything makes perfect 


sense. 


He leant his seat backwards, he kept looking at me. | felt a bit uneasy, his eyes abashed me. But simultaneously the 
whole situation was very intimate. Beautiful. | put the casket at the backseat, took off the soaked sweatshirt. 


- Shall we go back? - | asked, putting my hand at the ignition switch. Øystein stopped me, put his hand on my hand. 
- Not yet. Tell me something more. What it's like. You know, to be the medium. 


- Do you really wanna listen about it-? 


- | do. 


When | started talking and warmed up a little bit, | couldn't stop. Øystein was listening carefully, we kept smoking a 
cig after cig and the time was passing by. We didn't even notice when it stopped raining and it started dawning 
outside. None of us was tired, no, on the contrary; so to say, we could stay there double time we had already spent. 


| felt an incredible relief and joy when | had told him about everything. It took a huge load off my heart. Before 


Øystein, it was only my mum who knew about it. No-one else. But, as a matter of fact, it's not the same. 
That conversation made him a very special person to me. 

- I'm glad you told me about it. 

- No, it's me who's glad that you wanted to listen to my boring disquisition. 


- No, it wasn't boring! - he gave me a nudge, then lit up the last cigarette and lain down on my shoulder. | let him 
do it, | said nothing. | didn't even budge. In fact, it quite took my breath away but | didn't dare to do anything, not 
then yet. | was still a nineteen-year-old kid and Øystein was older than me, he was the band leader, he impressed me 
as hell and caused ambivalent feelings in me, so that | was in a muddle. 


Translations: 


Lyrics in the beginning (Icelandic): 
Bones rotting in the earth, 

lke your secrets 

that you long kept from me. 
-Sólstafir "Shore" 


*Helvete! - damn itl, shit! (literatim: Hell) 
**Fy faen! - fuck! 


*##fgen! - Dammit!, fuck! (literatim: Devil) 


Sólstafir - "Fjara": 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =Abj ImUxGz20 


Chapter VI 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) It's fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of a chapter.) 


We are jigsaw pieces 
aligned on the perimeter edge 
Interlocked through 


a missing piece 


" 


- Marillion "Jigsaw 


He was gone in the morning. 

After waking up | was lying motionlessly for a while, staring in the ceiling, thinking about what had happened between 
us. And | also reached a conclusion that | also hadn't felt so alive, so good for such a long time. Neither had | slept 
so well throughout the whole night, without any medicaments. It was even a bit unsettling; | looked around my room, 
waiting for something. Maybe for pain, numbness, but nothing came. | smiled to myself and slowly got out of bed. 
Coffee, breakfast, computer. In this order. Then | browsed through my court records once again. 

So many things didn't match. However, | couldn't move on unless | found the real murderer. 

| took a piece of paper with my notes, tried to mark the persons who could be potential killers. 

Swedish death metal guys with whom he was on the outs with. 

Jørn? Manheim? ‘Hellhammer’..? It didn't suit really but | couldn't rule out such a possibility. 

‘Blackthorn’ was with me then 

The previous vocalist, ‘Maniac’? He was thought to be in Trondheim then, he had an alibi. 

Stian Johanssen, ‘Occultus'? No particular motive. What's more, I'm not even sure if he was in Norway then. 


Tomas ‘Samoth’ Haugen? He was in prison with me for having burnt that damn church in Vindafjord. 


Øystein had many, too many enemies. And also people who claimed to be his friends but who'd stab right him in the 
back as soon as he turned. 


But he had to know his murderer since he opened the door. 


| felt a cold shiver running down my spine when | realised I'd have to ask him about that directly. Especially if | was 
supposed to help him to go to the other side. 


The ghosts would often get quite aggressive to my question: how did you die? Everything was an individual feature; 
some of them would burst into tears, throw tantrums, others would just sigh or get furious and start throwing 


things at me. | had to run away a few times to save my own life. 


Øystein was unpredictable. | could never expect anything from him, he'd always manage to surprise me. In a positive 


or negative way. 


When he came back in the evening (this time in my understanding of the word), he surprised me again. | nearly spilt 
the wine | was pouring. 


- Helvete. | forgot that fucking feng shui - he mumbled and we both laughed. After a second we flung at each 
other, | shoved him against the wall, his hands over his head. | put my hands under his sweater when suddenly he 
froze up. 

- Let me go. Leave it. 

| was breathing heavily, | was already quite excited and it's not easy to go back from your orbit to the mundane life 
problems. | was quite perplexed, it was buzzing in my head. Øystein pushed me away and then took a look at the 
court records lying on my table. *faen i helvete, | thought, | should have hidden them. 


- Øystein - | began but he told me to shut up. | didn’t listen to him. - Leave it. 


He looked at me, an inscrutable face expression | couldn't tell if he was baffled or maybe angry. Reading from his 


eyes was art that | hadn't managed to master for that short time we'd known each other. 
- You've been wondering about it. 


- Just leave it - | snapped, walked over to him and tore the records and the list of the suspects out of his hands. | 


hid it hastily in the drawer. 
- It means that you'll help me. 
He didn't ask, he just stated that. 


- | will. OF course, I'll fucking help you - | blew a raspberry, running my fingers through my hair. - You wouldn't 
have come to me if you knew | wouldn't help you, would you? 


| poured myself some more wine, | was angry and frustrated that he'd stopped in the most interesting moment. | 
bolted down the whole glass of wine, | felt sick. 


- You have to tell me everything - | muttered, putting the glass on the table. Dystein sat down on the desktop, he 


cringed, made a wry face. - We can't move on without it. 


He groaned and slid down on the floor. | got a scare when it happened, quickly approached him and held him. Blood, 
blood everywhere - on him, on his head, on his sweater. Tears on his face. | was shocked, he was trembling, crying, 


though he couldn't produce tears himself. A quiet whimpering. 


| knew what was going on but | wasn't prepared for that, the projection. Bystein's memories from That Day managed 
to break through to this reality, they became real. Strong emotions connected to that particular event made it 


possible to somehow transfer that energy to here and now and materialise it. 
- Its okay. Calm down. Its over. Øystein. Its okay. 


| was holding him tightly until he stopped trembling. | wanted to wail myself only when | thought about That Day 
when | found him. 


| didn't want to remember that. I'd give anything to erase that memory out of my mind. That sight. But | couldn't, it 
wasn't possible. It was the biggest punishment for me; not prison, not the loss of my name and face, not the lack of 
reputation. It was that sight, it was Øystein from That Day who haunted me in my dreams, in my waking dreams, 


only when | closed my eyes. 

He gripped my forearm tightly, after a while he loosened his grip. The blood and memories were gone. However, | 
didn't let him go yet; we went on like that in silence, baffled. If | only could, | would stop the time in that exact 
moment forever. And | would become the happiest man in the world instead. 

Cuddling, tender kisses, joined hands - that had never really existed between us. We were not a normal couple of two 
love-struck people. Yes, we loved each other to death but we'd never told it to each other. It was a toxic feeling 
that destroyed both of us. A sinusoid - endless breakups and returns. Two difficult characters and two strong 
personalities. Aquarius and Aries. It couldn't succeed. 

But we were the evidence that fire and ice could co-exist somehow. 

| was wondering if something would change between us now, if there would be some breakthrough since Øystein was 
a ghost now. | was older, probably a bit wiser too. | already knew perfectly well how easy one can lose a beloved 
person. 

That | should have hastened myself to love him then before That Day came. 

- Øystein, its okay now. 


- Varg, what the, what was that-? - he groaned, still motionless. | didn't budge either. 


- It happens when you let your memories off the leash. They materialise. Watch them. Don't let them take control 


over you rself. 


We were still for a little while, then | let him stand up. 
- *#]akk - he whispered. 
- No need to thank me. I'm here to help you. 


Silence. Only after a while did | realise that | was holding him still, my arm still around his shoulder, my hand on his 


forearm. | didn't move away but none of us said a word about it. 

- You said in the media - he began hesitantly. - that it was me who wanted to kill you. 

| made a wry face; it sounded like an accusation. 

- Well, you did want to. 

He frowned. 

- I've never been serious about it. 

We were staring at each other, eyeing each other. | let him go but he managed to grip my elbow. 

| caused another avalanche, we flung at each other once again, kissing and grabbing each other like two cats in 
rutting period. | think we couldn't do it other way. Our sex had always been quick, always coming on strong with each 
other, direct course to orgasm. Only some moments ‘after’ sometimes contained some kissing or tenderness. But it's 


never been a lot of it. 


This time we ended up on the floor with him under me, | pressed him with my body and it wasn't difficult as | was a 


bit taller and heavier than him. 

- ¥##KQ-? 

| kept staring at him for a while, admired how beautiful he was in those rare moments when he yielded to me. 
- Why does it always look like that? - | asked - And why it has to look like that. 

He put his hand on my cheek; a gesture he had never done before. 

- | can't do it other way. 


- Why - | pressed him. Øystein chafed, became impatient. He started wriggling and scuffling but he was still under 
me and | held him firmly. 


- Let go. 


- No, Tell me. 
- It hurts. Let go, please. 


| loosened the grip, then a quick kiss. | yielded, we did it as he wanted to; we quickly undressed each other, then he 
mounted me, started moving up and down like a Satan, giving me heaven and hell simultaneously. 


| really wanted to hate him in such moments. 

He said sorry when we were already lying next to each other. When | said nothing, he stroked my back; he could be 
very tender if he wanted to. When he started drawing some doodles on my skin, | didn't stand it and turned to face 
him. | wasn't able to be angry with him for too long. 

- You're so fucked up - | muttered. 

- | know, you too. That's why we fit each other. 

It had always made me wonder what was wrong with him. All his weird, schizophrenic actions. It was clear to me 


that there was something wrong with him and that he was aware of it too but we had never talked about it so | 
didn't know how | could help him. And it was strange that no-one else from the band noticed that before. 


Translations: 


*Faen i helete - dammit, shit (literatim: Devil in hell) 

** Takk - Thanks, thank you 

**#Ka? - What? (dialect variant of "Hva"; both Varg and Øystein come from Vestlandet - Western part of Norway 
- and they spoke with a specific dialect; | did it so their way of speaking would sound more credible) 


Marillion - "Jigsaw": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =C0e042ZZnCw 


Chapter VII 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) It's fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of a chapter.) 


Were running out of albis 

On the second of May 

Reminds me of the summer time 
On this winter's day 

- Placebo "The bitter end" 


May, 1992 
Øystein had two faces. 


On one hand he was the face of black metal, the Satanist, the leader of Black Circle, the owner of Helvete and the 
founder of Deathlike Silence Productions. When he played the guitar and had corpse pain, he'd become someone else; a 
leader, a dictator, a godhead. He was Euronymous then. This is how everyone saw him and knew him, he needed the 
words of admiration and he got them. That would build him up, | saw him smiling every time he got such words. 


On the other hand | knew he needed them because his self-esteem was in fact low, very low. Every failure, every 
critic comment - he'd take everything personally. He was cowed and could eat his heart out for weeks because of 
one pipsqueak. Moreover, he could be all sweetness and light, he loved to give advices. But he had some problems 
with himself that he couldn't get over. And | was the first one to notice that, even though | was five years younger 
than him. 


It was Euronymous who dyed his hair black and Øystein had blonde roots while walking around the record studio. 
Euronymous would drink vodka mixed with whiskey and Øystein would keep off any alcohols. It was Øystein who'd run 
around Hakkloa lake in the morning hours, who'd read a lot and talk about Marxism with pleasure, about how 
wonderful it would be if everyone had the same rights, the Utopia. 


One of them impressed me but | fell in love with the other one. 


When at the end of May he told me and the rest of the band he was leaving for a couple of days to go to the 
mountains, | was aching to go with him. However, | was still a kid and | didn't even dare asking him about it. Yeah, | 
was ashamed in the first place. And afraid. Of rejection. My male (and Aquarius’) ego wouldn't be able to handle it, | 
knew it perfectly. That's why | kept my mouth shut. 


| was so astonished when Øystein suggested that himself! | agreed straightaway. 


- We'll be hunting for ghosts together in Jotunheimen - | kidded and it amused him. He'd already helped me many 
times with ghosts since March and he really enjoyed it, every time he was as excited as a boy going to a funfair. 


When we arrived to the National Park, the weather was beautiful; we climbed in Besseggen area, it was calm and 
quiet there. Bystein was very good at climbing, it was hard for me to keep pace with him. Every time we climbed, it 
was him who waited for me on the top without a single sign of tiredness, and | would crawl after him, breathless 
and beaded with sweat. We didn't really talk much, we didn't have to; the fact that we could spend a couple of days 


together was something incredible to me. 


While we watched the Gjende lake from above, | felt the inner peace. Chalk blue water, fjords and mountains. Me and 
Øystein. | hadn't felt so good for a long time. 


Especially when he lain down on my shoulder. | froze up, just like | had done back in March, then in the car. | didn't 
know how to react on that, what that was supposed to mean and if that was supposed to mean anything. 


- Sometimes | think | could stay here forever - he mumbled. 

- Yeah, | like it here too. Thanks for taking me here. 

- No problem. I'm glad you liked it. 

And soon after the weather changed and it started raining cats and dogs; we set up the tent hurriedly, laughing, 
getting a wetting while trying to do it properly. When we finally crawled inside, | suddenly realised how tight the 


space was inside and that we were supposed to sleep close to each other. 


Øystein started combing his hair that glued to his face and then stripped off without restraint. Okay, maybe with 


some restraint because he turned his back on me. Suddenly | felt warm, it was hard to take my eyes off him. 
And he noticed that to my even greater embarrassment. 

- You're staring at me - he stated. | was caught red-handed, had no excuse. 

- *Nej- | said quickly what was an obvious lie. 


Then he kissed me for the first time, with his lips closed. | was baffled, no, I'll say! | was shocked, my eyebrows went 
up to the hairline. 


Nonono. 
| pushed him away from me, he scowled at me and then | kissed him, this time properly, with the right dose of 


desire and passion. The arousal in my pants hurt, tingling in my loins. | was frightened of myself; me and Øystein. 
Together. He was a man and | was a man. | could have never thought it would come to this. | didn't really like men, 


and | had never looked at them this way. They had always been either my friends or indifferent to me. Not like girls; 
| liked looking at them, at their curves, red lips asking for a kiss. | liked those differences between us. 


The issue was that I'd never fallen in love with any girl; | was together with some of them but | hadn't felt anything 
more to them. | was a bastard with no heart. 


And suddenly some guy from Rogaland in black hair makes me go crazy for him. 
He lain down on his back, pulled me closer, my clothes still soaking wet. | quickly got rid of them, | didn't even notice 
when exactly. | was on the top but it was Øystein who showed me what to do, where to touch him and so on. It was 


madness, | felt dazed There was storm outside, it was pouring rain and fulminating but even then the fear that the 
thunder would hit me couldn't stop me. 


We clung to each other like moths to the light. We touched each other, kissed, discovered the maps of our bodies 
for the first time. We found all of the curves, scars and everything that we loved in each other. Øystein looked me 
in the eyes with intensity that | wasn't used to, as if he saw something in me that the others don't see. His deep 
look confounded me, made me feel warm at heart and tight in my pants. 

| entered him, gripped him by his hips, pulled him to me, | thrusted harder. Øystein dug his nails into my skin, raised 
his hips, giving in to my rhythm. He pulled my hair, bit my neck, sucked into my skin. | loved his fury. | showed him 
mine. | reached deeper. He started wriggling, drawing back, but | didn't give him any moment of respite, | caught him 


up and pulled to myself. 


| kissed him, then everything changed, stopped. We didn't move for a while, forgot ourselves in the kiss itself. He bit 
my lower lip, | sucked the tip of his tongue. | started moving finally, going up and down. 


Then the wave took me, | died and resurrected, and then died once again. | climaxed so intensively, like never before. 


We did it three times in a row that night, still unsatisfied We'd have done it probably even four or five times if our 
bodies hadn't disobeyed us. We were just people and we felt trivial tiredness afterwards. 


One can say that this is when everything started, back there in Jotunheimen 


Translations: 
*Nei - No 


Placebo - "The bitter end": 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =F0Beubfr -xY 


Places mentioned in the chapter: 


Gjende lake: http://stunningplaces.net/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/b.- The-Gjende-Lake-and-stretching-mountain- 


landscape.-Photo-via-whitelinehotels,jpg 


Hakkloa lake: http://mw2.google.com/mw-panoramio/photos/medium/|01621386,pg 
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When judgement has failed you 

When your own hearts impaled you 
Your wandering mind has destroyed you 
Will you ever know when? 


- Megadeth "When" 


| stepped into the first morning train to Oslo the next day; | didn't really want to go back there where the prison 
was but because | couldn't get information directly from Øystein, | decided to get it on my own 


| was thinking a lot during the whole journey, reading weighty books about criminal law. Law terms were difficult and 
sometimes incomprehensible, so my reading didn't really go smoothly but it was the only way | could find a solution 
how to change the verdict. 

When | went to the buffet car to order myself a coffee, | was recognised. The woman who worked at the bar held 

her breath for a second only when she saw me. She didn't comment it, she took the money from me, gave me the 

change and handed me the cup of coffee. | thanked her and came back to my seat. 

Øystein was sitting on the opposite. | nearly spilt the coffee when | saw him. 


- Varg, why are you going to the capital? What the fuck is it all about? 


| looked around, the other passengers were sitting quite far away from me. Good. | could talk to him in an 
unobtrusive way. 


- | need to talk to Snorre - | whispered. - | need to get the information, Øystein. | can't just sit around. If | am to 
help you, | have to visit some places. 


- Don't trust him. 
He said it quietly, he seemed terrified. 


- Who are you talking about-? 


- Snorre. He knew the murderer. 


KKK 


Snorre, also known as ‘Blackthorn’, was in a different prison than | was in. Because the judges claimed us to be 
partners in crime, it was clear that they didn't want us to communicate with each other, to be up to no good ‘again’, 


think about the plan of escape or something. 


The truth was quite different. Snorre had testified against me, he had claimed it was me who killed Øystein. | hated 
him for that. We were friend from the band, we had been recording De Mystenis Dom Sathanas together. 


| used to think that something like friend loyalty or male coalition still exist but | was wrong. Snorre was a worthless 


arsehole. 


His testimony had really clinched the whole case; it had given him eight years of imprisonment, for me it was 
twenty one. But why hadn't he said the truth? He could have saved both of us. We had done nothing wrong, we'd 


just appeared in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
| was almost sure that he had planned it. | couldn't explain it the other way. 
And those words of Dystein, he knew the murderer. 


If Snorre was in cahoots with the one who had done it, | wanted to know why. Why me, why @ystein. And who was 
the one who'd planned it all. 


| walked into the penal institution, showed my furlough to the guards and then went through a series of checks. A 
woman in the uniform warned me that Snorre may be not willing to see me but if yes, we'd get only a quarter for a 
conversation. | nodded, signed myself in the book of visits and then | was made to wait. The guard that guarded me, 
started eyeing me. He probably knew who | was. | eyed him back. 


- Snorre Ruch is willing to see you - the female guard informed me crisply. | sighed with relief. - Please follow me. 


We went through the corridor to the room of visits. | could see the separated spouses crying into the receivers, | 
could see the men, the criminals asking about their own children, | could see the parents who'd come to support 
their sons. God, | thought, | didn't belong there. It wasn't a place for me. And | was serving the maximum punishment 
for something | hadn't done, while those men here were guilty of rapes, killings with premeditation, muggings. 


| had to prove | was innocent at any cost. And send the real murderer of Øystein to prison. To satisfy the justice. So 
that me and him would regain the peace of mind. 


The guard showed me the free place and | saw him after a second, Snorre. He didn't really look well, he had also cut 
his hair but shorter than | did, a crewcut. He had dark circles under his eyes as if he hadn't been sleeping for a long 
time. Maybe he had sleeping problems too, | thought. Maybe the pangs of conscience tormented him. 


The guard took off his handcuffs, Snorre sat down on the opposite. | could see a small smirk on his lips. He was 


having fun. 

- Well, well, well. Who is that - he said into the receiver. - Greven in the flesh. 
- Varg - | set him right. 

- Do you have a furlough? - he asked, even though he knew the answer. 


- Yeah. 


- I'm released in three years - he said with a smirk. | knew he said that only to provoke me. | didn't let myself lose 


control. - Or maybe even earlier for a good behaviour. 

- Snorre - | stopped him. - who set you up? 

His face was deadpan 

- It was unplanned, wasn't it? That you'd end up in prison. 


- Sometimes you have to sacrifice for the greater good - he said in the low, serious voice. A cold shiver went down 


my spine. 


- Murdering Øystein, that's what you're talking about - | set him right again My throat dried out. Snorre smiled 


again. It wasn't an honest smile. - Why did you set me up? 


- We needed a loser - he said, satisfied with his own words. - You were perfect for that role. And you were to 


hand. You came with me then! | didn't even have to ask you. 


| stared angrily at him, started breathing faster. If | could, I'd kick the shit out of him, punch him in that silly face 
with all my might, yank that stupid smirk of self-satisfaction off his lips. 


He was right about one thing: I'd bought a pup. I'd fallen into the trap, | hadn't expected it at all. Back then, | hadn't 
seen Øystein for some time already and I'd really wanted to see him again. That's why when Snorre had told me he 
was going to Oslo, I'd jumped into his car without a second thought. 

| hadn't suspected anything. And as soon as the car door had closed, | was trapped. 


- We were friends - | groaned. - How could you do this to me? How could you do this to Bystein-? 


- It wasn't my idea - he snapped. - | didn't care about Øystein. | just fulfilled the mission | was given. | was just 
helping. The result was as you know it. 


| felt that | had a lump in my throat. 


- What kind of mission-? - | asked with a hoarse voice. - Did you work for someone? 


- Nei - he blew a raspberry. - but.. well, yeah, you can say so. But it wasn't work for money. | just did what he told 
me to do, what he thought was right. 


| never doubted that Oystein's murderer was a male. A woman wouldn't be able to.. do all those things to him. | 


cleared my throat. 
- And he thought that murdering Øystein was right - | said in sotto voce. - He was your friend too. 


- | already told you, | didn't care about him - he shrugged his shoulders. - | had the mission, the task to fulfil so | 
had done it the best | could. And you know what? - he leaned towards the glass separating us and looked me in the 


eyes. - | don't regret it. I'd do it once or twice again if | could 


| hastily hung up, stood up. | didn't want to mess with that son of a bitch any longer. | walked towards the exit, cast 
him the last glimpse. He had that smirk on still when the guard handcuffed him again. | looked away and left the 


convict prison. 


Megadeth - "When": 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =Cos VH TqlJOM 
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Life on the other hand 

Won't make you understand 
Were all part 

of the masterplan 

- Oasis "Masterplan" 


Now, as | was finally made sure, everyone seemed suspicious. 


As | was standing outside the prison, | smoked nearly a half of the cigarette pack until | felt sick. | wiped one single 
tear away from my eye while saying devil's paternoster. 


When | finally calmed myself down, | slowly headed towards the place where everything had started. | didn't really 
want to go there but | had to; if | was to find out who was Bystein's murderer, | could find the right answer only in 


his flat. 


| was there after half-hour marching. It was a low building made of red brick in Tayen district, it looked quite 
sombrely from the outside, however, Bystein's flat was itself quite cosy, I'd helped him to set it up and | liked to go 


back there, it was much nicer than my studio flat in Bergen. 

| still had keys to his apartment. | was the only person whom he'd let make another pair of them and one of few 
who knew where he lived. After the church burrings-affair and the killing of that fag in Lillehammer, we all wanted 
to stay incognito. 


The keys to Øystein's apartment was a distinction, it showed that | was someone important to him. 


| opened the entrance door, let some woman with a dog out. She cast me a fleeting glimpse, | had no idea if she 


recognised me or was that just my paranoia. 
The memories from that horrible August night started coming back to me. When | lost everything. | remembered it 
perfectly. Flashbacks were so vivid, so real that it hurt. | started breathing more spasmodically, then slowly climbed 


up to the third floor. 


- Varg, what are you doing here-? 


Øystein was sitting on stairs that led to the staircase where his apartment was. He was looking at me with those 
dark eyes | loved so much, and which were looking at me in a beseeching way. 


- Have you been waiting for me? - | answered with a question 
- Don't | know you? | knew you'd come here. 

- | talked to Snorre - | sighed. - We both were his victims. 
Øystein nodded sadly. 


- And you know what else-? That son of a bitch said that if he could he would have done it once again - | groaned, 
opened my mouth to add something more but | couldn't find the right words. 


And suddenly | felt his hands on me, he put his hands around my neck, clinging to me with his whole body. | was 
baffled, so baffled that | didn't know what to do with my hands for a while. | quickly snapped out of it and held him 
tightly on his waist. Such lovingness didn’t really happen between us, | guess we had a lot of to catch up on. 


His fingers on my neck, his lips over this sensitive place behind my ear. | calmed down and sighed. | could have never 
thought that someone's touch could be so soothing, it was such a novelty to me. | stroked his back hesitantly. 


If someone passed us by just then, he'd see me holding and stroking the air. Such situations used to happen to me in 
the past, it was unavoidable. Thats why in *Videregdende skole | was called a weirdo who was talking to the walls and 


so on. 
- **Ég veit, Varg Eg veit alt - he whispered into my ear. 


It was one of those moments when | wanted to stop the time and never let it move again, it was perfect then. 


Øystein was with me. He was safe. 


| couldn't have saved him. | wasn't there in the last day of his life. | hadn't prevented the catastrophe. Damn pangs 
of conscience hadn't left me for five years. And | knew they'd never leave me. 


- | think it's high time, Varg - he said in the end, taking a step back from me. - High time for you to find out the 
whole truth. 


He took me by the hand (this also didn't really happen between us) in a confident way. It seemed as if he knew what 
he was doing but | knew it well that he was uncertain, full of doubts. He'd always been like that, he didn't like to 
show any weaknesses outside. | squeezed his hand, took the keys to the apartment and we slowly headed towards the 
flat number I5 at Tøyengata 38 street. 


Translations: 


*Videregdende skole - High school/secondary school in Norway 
**Ég veit, Varg. Eg veit alt - | know, Varg. | know everything (dialect form of: "Jeg vet") 


Oasis - "Masterplan": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =dPPi2ZDbGK TA 
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Vi fo er smeltet sammen 

Vi kan ikke skilles mere 

Men vi blev svigtet og forrédt af mine tanker 

Du blev forandret fil en anden end før 

| mine tanker bliver vi forandret indtil den dag vi der 
- Stoffer € Maskinen "Vi fo er smeltet sammen" 


August 1993 
Øystein had sleeping problems. 
We had practically started living with each other so | managed to notice some of his distressful behaviours. 


He had three types of sleep: either he didn’t sleep at all, or he'd wake a dozen or so times one night, or he'd be 


awoken by recurring nightmares that made him scream sometimes and beaded him with cold sweat. 


When | asked him if he was okay, he'd always reply that yes, obviously. I'd never believed his words, | knew that 
there was something bothering him and that there was something he didn't want to tell me, something eating him 
from inside, depriving him of energy, not letting him sleep and probably being the cause of all his strange behaviours. 


| cared for him so | wanted to help him somehow but Øystein, until he was alive, he was too proud to let somebody 
help him. Let alone ask for help. 


He took meds. 


He had lots of them. And it wasn't a usual aspirin or paracetamol. Mysterious names like Prozac, Zoloft, valium, paxil 


said nothing to me. Okay, maybe only the next to last one, about which | knew only that it was highly addictive. 


| asked him once why he needed so many meds. He was furious, he shouted not to touch his things. We had an 
argument. | left his apartment and didn't come back until evening (evening in his understanding). He apologised in the 
morning. | was baffled, he didn't usually do it and neither did l; we were both too proud and too young for that (too 
immature). | forgave him, | could have never been angry with him for too long. Because he was in quite good mood, | 


decided to drill down on the topic a little bit. 


- These are tranquillizers - he replied shortly. | took it with a pinch of salt but withdrew. If | asked him "why", that 


would end up with another row which | didn't really want to happen 


Along with Oystein's friends from Emperor, Tomas ‘Samoth' Haugen and Bard ‘Faust Eithun, we planned to set fire to 
the Holmenkollen chapel. For me, it wasn't the first arson but Dystein was very excited about that so | got into the 
spirit of it too. 


We had twelve litres of petrol and a dozen or so packets of matches, and also a self-made bomb. It was of course 
much too much but we wanted everything to go smoothly and be sure that the church would burn down before the 
fire department arrives. It was a quick action, ‘Samoth' and ‘Faust arrived at Oystein's block of flats at two am. and 


we jumped inside, | was holding the bomb on my lap. 
- Okay, so we're parking one kilometre from the chapel so that no-one sees us - ‘Samoth' said shortly. 


- I'l go from the main entrance - | said - You and ‘Faust go from the back, fire will spread from both sides and 


the action won't last long. Bystein, you going with me? 

- *Sjalvsagt - he smiled. 

Then we were going in silence, focused on the task. Holmenkollen district along with the chapel and ski jump was 
placed on the outskirts of the city, so it took us about half an hour to go there, even though there was no traffic 
on the streets. 

When Tomas parked the car, he said that he'd go for a small reconnaissance and check if there was no-one hanging 
around the chapel. ‘Faust decided to accompany him. Me and Øystein took out the petrol cans from the boot. The 
silence surrounding us, only the crickets gave their night concert, birds also started their first morning singing. 
Apart from that, not a soul to be seen 


- Ready? - | asked him in sotto voce, smiling. | lit up a cig, treated him with one but he didn't want it. 


- Always - he replied with a smile, sitting on the car boot. He looked incredible in that moment, his pale skin 
contrasting with black hair and those sparks in his eyes. He was excited. 


Finally ‘Samoth' and ‘Faust came back and reported that everything was okay, there was no-one, so we could begin 
We scrambled, it had to be done quickly and imperceptibly. That was where our advantage was - we were quick and 
always acted from surprise, that's why we'd always been one step ahead of the police. 

We were ona spot after a ten-minute-long walk 


Undisturbed silence around, the warm right. A mild wind was blowing, the ally that would help us to spread the fire. 


Tomas used the wrecking bar to let us into the chapel. It was dark inside, so Bard switched on the torch. We placed 
the bomb at the altar, | took out the matches, lit one up. Nothing. 


- Faen - | snapped and tried once again. We all were stressed and tensed, wanted it to be over. Third match, fourth 
match, nothing. The bomb misfired. 


- Leave it - Tomas ordered. - Gather prayer books and psalters, we'll have a campfire. 


We straggled in all church benches, gathered all the holy books and placed them at the altar. Bard poured the petrol 
on them and | was the one who threw the match on them. After a second the fire started consuming the prayer 


books and Øystein started at it as if hypnotised. 
- Off we gol - Tomas yelled - We'll set the fire outside. 


It was a good idea, the fire inside would not spread very well. We quickly poured some petrol on the benches to make 


the way easier for the fire and then we hastily left the chapel. 
- Šo as we set it - | said quickly. - You to on the back, we at the main entrance. 


- Good luck - Bard wished us and Øystein replied with the same words. We closed the door to the chapel and then 
everything went quickly. 


| poured the petrol on the wall. The fire exploded on the back first, ‘Samoth' and ‘Faust were faster. A smell of wood 
burning. Bystein threw two last matches and then the chapel lit up like a flambeau. We moved back, watched the 
planks falling away, the roof subsiding. Dystein took me by the hand. | looked at him, positively astonished with that 


gesture, asked him a question without words but he didn't answer. He still marveled over our art of destruction. 


- | could never think how beautiful it can be - he sighed in delight. | squeezed his hand. And then we ran away, 


giggling like teenagers who had just done something obscene against their parents’ will. 


We ran down the hill, our hands still joined together. | felt so light, so wonderful. | stopped, Øystein automatically did 
it too. | pulled him close to myself, kissed him. | wanted to vent the cumulative feelings inside of me somehow. | was 
kissing him hotheadedly and he kept answering me. Then, in that moment, | couldn't think of something more 
romantic. The chapel was standing in flames circa two hundred metres from us and we were standing on that 
fucking hill, kissing. | felt intoxicated. Wow, just wow. 


In the end we heard Tomas calling so we moved back from each other and, still giggling, ran towards the car. 


- What took you two so long? | thought that something happened - ‘Samoth' mumbled, slowly leaving the place of 


the occurrence. 


- We ran out of matches - Øystein lied quickly and we both nearly burst out with laughter. It was such a beautiful 
moment. Tomas cast the last glance towards the chapel and then drove away. We heard the sirens sounding while we 
were half the way away. We knew that when the services arrive, there will be nothing left to be rescued. We smiled 


at one another meaningfully. 


| was dawning when we arrived at Tøyengata. It was the time of white nights in Norway, in North there was no 


sunsets at all, the Sun only touched the horizon Midnattssolen. It was light in Oslo up until midnight and the night 
lasted for maybe five hours only. 


- Will you come in-? - Øystein invited Tomas and Bard inside. They agreed and came in for a while, each of them 


drank two cans of beer, we talked a little. 
- Morning news - Tomas said to us while leaving the flat. We understood it perfectly. 


- We're gonna be famous - Bard added and we burst out laughing. When they both left, me and Dystein flung at 
each other and afterwards we were lying on the carpet in his living room, while listening to Venom's Black Metal 
from his record player. Strangely enough, Øystein fell fast asleep and | was lying by his side, smoking a cigarette and 
watching over his sleep. 


Translations: 
Lyrics in the beginning (Danish): 


The two of us have melted into one 

We can no longer separate 

But we were let down by my thoughts 

You were changed into another than before 

h my thoughts we'll change until the day we die 

- Stoffer $ Maskinen "The two of us have melted into one" 


* Sjølvsagt - OF course, obviously (dialect form of: selvsagt) 


Stoffer € Maskinen - "Vi to er smeltet sammer": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =89SUh2d4pd0 
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Og jeg har ikke tid til hjertesorg 
den må du ta fra meg 

For det banker to hjerter i meg nå 
Det er så mye jeg vil fortelle deg 
- Siri Nisen "Brev" 


It was empty inside of the apartment. 


There was nothing, excluding dust and some furniture covered with a transparent foil. | looked around as if | 
expected something to happen, something bad; there was something strange, sinister hanging in the air. It is said that 


walls have ears - and they surely knew what had happened That Day. | bristled. 


We'd spent so much time here, there were both pleasant and unpleasant moments. But it doesn't change the fact 
that we'd spent them together. We'd been together for almost two years, we used to shuttle unceasingly between 
Oslo and Bergen, | used to play for Mayhem, he'd played for Burzum. He knew everything about me. | knew little 
about him, and every time | had tried to pressure him to tell me something, he'd steal away, escape. He had that 
PlexiGlass around himself that sometimes was thicker, sometimes thinner but I'd never managed to break through it. 


| kept staring at him as he was standing in that lurid apartment, surrounded by a delicate luminance, so oneiric and 
lugubrious. He was haunted by memories too; so to say, it was the place of his execution, the place where he'd died. 
He surely remembered that suffering, that pain very well. He was only twenty five and had had whole life before 
himself; now he was a twenty-five-year-old forever. Once it was him who used to be older than me, now it was me 
who was twenty six. If he was still alive, he'd be already thirty. He'd surely moan about it that he was so old. Maybe 


he'd like to settle down, have a civil partnership, live abroad. 

| couldn't really say, | just speculated and dreamt. That was the only thing that was left for me. 

He was standing in the silver light of morning, the dust danced in the sunbeams. Bystein looked so alive. 
Almost. 


Why hadn't | rescued him? Could | fix that and do it once again? | was a mediator after all, I'd been helping ghosts 
since | was a child. Why couldn't | help myself this time? 


lIl bring him back to life, | decided. I'll do everything | can to bring Øystein back. 


- It all keeps coming back - he mumbled. | wasn't sure if his words were addressed to me or just cast into the thin 


air. 

- Yeah. It's coming back to me too. 

- They took everything - he added quietly. 
- Who's "they"? 

Øystein kept silent for a while. 

- My.. parents. 

Lyrics in the beginning (Norwegian): 

And | dont have time to heartache 

you have to take it away from me 
Because it beats two hearts inside me now 
There is so much | want to fell you 


- Siri Nisen "Letters" 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =bZhiqfySwr4 
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And when she died 

Í couldn't cry 

The pride within my soul 

You left me incomplete 

All alone as the memories now untold 


- Pantera "Cemetery Gates" 


- Are you sure about that? - | asked him. All in all, | didn't want him to do anything against his own will. 

- Yeah. | want you to know. We don't have much time until your furlough ends. 

He was right. The time was running out and | still had no idea who the murderer was. 

We sat on the sofa, | was a bit tense. Øystein put his hands on my temples but then withdrew and looked at me. 
- Varg, do you trust me? 

His question baffled me. 

- |.. yeah, of course | do. Like no-one else in the world. 


My own confession perplexed me; never before had | dared to tell him something like that. But then was a good 


moment to do so. 

- That's good. That's very good. 

Then he put his hands to my temples again and looked me in the eyes. That was his question without words. 
- l'm ready - | confirmed. 

Øystein nodded and | closed my eyes. After a while a piercing pain went through my head and my brain was 


gradually overwhelmed by pictures; firstly, they were chaotic and muddled, where voices and persons overlapped, 
but they gradually were more and more organised. Øystein performed a visualization technique on me, he wanted to 


show me his memories accurately, watched by his own eyes. It was him who chose what to show me, but there 
was one flaw in that method - it wasn't only about seeing things; | could also feel everything he did, both physically 
and mentally. When a ghost died an agonizing death, | could feel everything 


However, | was prepared for that, | knew what to expect. My wish to help Øystein was bigger than some fear of the 
pain. | had to do it, | had to know the truth. 


Suddenly something started to shape from the maze of pictures and roke. | saw a bedroom. | was sleeping. | mean, it 
was Øystein who was sleeping. He woke up all of a sudden. He started looking around, perplexed, around the room. He 
saw a light between the door and the floor. His heart was racing like crazy, he was afraid. He quickly hid himself 

under the duvet, covering himself up to the top of his head. It was hot under the duvet but he didn't mind. Øystein 


cringed, trembling in anticipation. 


The duvet didn't help at all, some firm hands stripped it off him. " #Ne; pappa’, he sobbed quietly. He was a child. God, 
what was going on, | thought, terrified. He looked up. Mr Aarseth. He looked so different back then! He was a blond- 
haired fine figure of a man with dark and bad eyes. "Get up", the father snapped at him, not minding the protests of 
little Bystein 


He led the child out of the room, downstairs. The kid was dazzled by the light, he was tired and sleepy, he couldn't 
yet fight with an overwhelming feeling of sleepiness, he was too little for that. 


They passed next to the big mirror which Øystein was afraid of. Then | saw him. 


He was a cute child with flaxen hair. He looked so different that | would nearly not recognise him if it wasn't for the 
eyes. Those big dark eyes that | loved so much stayed the same. But maybe there was a little bit more life in them, 


not so much fear. 


Mr Aarseth went outside where there was a car waiting. There inside was a woman sitting on the passenger seat. 
Øysteins mother. A pretty blonde with a slim face. She smiled at her son when he got inside. "Where are we going?", 
he asked quietly. "You'll see", the father mumbled. "Mummy, I'm scared", a squeaky voice of a little girl. She was 
sitting next to Øystein. His younger sister. 


Sister..° He'd never mentioned he had siblings. 


"Everything's going to be alright, **kjaere', Mrs Aarseth said, turned to stroke her daughter's hair. The girl was 
sobbing quietly, sniffling. Oystein grabbed her hand as they were riding on in silence. 


They stopped at a huge mansion, | could feel a raising fear of the little Øystein. When the car door opened, he moved 
back, didn't want to get out. His mother started speaking tenderly to him and he finally agreed to get out of the car. 
His sister took him by the hand, she was trembling. "Bystein, where are we going?", she whispered. "I don't know, 
Kari", he replied. His sister's hand was sweaty. 


Then they all walked over at the high fencing and pressed the intercom. The mechanism buzzed, they went inside. 
Someone opened the door. A stocky man with graying hair. Bystein's little heart was hammering in his chest, he was 
afraid of that man. When the man looked at him and his sister, he froze up. 


They went into the house, walked through the labyrinth of rooms. A Christian cross on every wall. Candles. Strange 
atmosphere hanging in the air. And suddenly stairs down. The crippling fear, | could feel it. Suddenly there was more 


people downstairs. Dressed in strange clothes, black and white raiment. Masks on their faces. And the scream of Kari 


that pierced through heart and soul. 


In this particular moment the pictures stopped showing like a movie, they started to be chaotic, messy. | felt a 
horrible pain, reaping me apart. A sharp smell of sweat and something else came to my nostrils. Everything was so 
real. Like never before, as if the bond between me and Øystein made the physical and mental sensations even 
stronger. God. And the face of that greying man Red and sweaty. No, no, no. "Be a good boy", | heard. Tears on 
Bystein's face. And that shame. And humiliation. 


Then some short cuts of driving home, blood on little Kari's dress. "Don't cry, sweetheart", Mrs Aarseth said with a 
soft and sweet voice, "It was done in the name of God. To suffer is essential to become a good Christian" 


Then the scenery changed, rain. An Icelandic song. ***Sofdu, unga dstin min Little Kari in the coffin. Dressed in white 
dress, blond curls on the silk pillow. Eyes closed, without life. Øystein was looking around the chapel, there were all 
the people he had seen back then, in that mansion. And even that man. Panic. He wanted to run away but father's 
strong hand fell on his shoulder and stopped him. "Let me go", the boy whispered. "It's your sister's funeral, you 


little whore", he heard the answer, "You're not going anywhere." 


Then the scenery changed again, | could see a teenage Øystein with his hair dyed black already, standing at the 
mirror in the bathroom. He was thin as usual but then he looked even unhealthy. He had lots of bruises on his 
hands, on his neck. Some of them turned yellow, some were new, red and blue. They hurt, | could feel it. Øystein was 
furious, | could feel him shake with rage and hopelessness. He headed towards his room, the room in dark colours, 
with posters of heavy metal bands on walls, hanging so close to each other that there was nearly no free place left. 
Works of Stalin, Marx and Engels standing on the shelves, also La Vey's The Satanic Bible and Aleister Crowley's 


works. A guitar in the corner, a small amplifier. 


He heard that the car arrived at the house. His father's car. He took cigarettes and matches out of a drawer in the 
desk, ran downstairs to the garage where the petrol cans were standing. Oh God. | slowly started to understand. 
Øystein came out at the drive, his father stuck his head out of the window. "What the hell are you doing?!", he 


yelled at him, "In to the house, now!" 
Øystein was trembling, he lit a cigarette, opened the petrol can He was sure about what he was doing but he was 
still afraid. His father watched his moves with fear in his eyes. "You'll never touch me again’, the boy said loud but 


his voice faltered at the end, "Neither you nor whole that sick sect of the same shitheads like youl". 


He started spilling the petrol out. He splashed it onto the windscreen and then threw the glowing cigarette down on 
the ground. 


The car was set in flames in a split second. It burnt like a flambeau. 


Bystein's father was screaming like hell, he crawled out of the car, tried to put out the flames. 


Øystein only stood there watching, the tears ran down his cheeks. He had no other way. That was his vengeance. For 


his late sister. And himself. 


Then some next scenes, police, ambulance, fire department. Øysteins father chained to the machines that kept him 
alive, whole covered with bandages. The trial. "..hereby | claim that Øystein Aarseth is insane and | do insist on him 
being put under a coercive psychiatric treatment". Then some scenes from the hospital. Øystein maundering along 
grey and dreary corridors. His suicidal attempt. His attempt to run away. Both not succeeded. He was closed in a 
solitary, | could feel his loneliness and pain eating inside of him. 


He also had sessions with a therapist. His diagnosis was: borderline. | didn’t understand it, nor Dystein did. Only then on 
his chart in his memories | could see some of the symptoms: impulsivity, instability of behaviours, fear of 
abandonment, incomprehensible intense anger and irritability, self-harm, suicidal behaviour, splitting, markedly 
disturbed sense of identity, anxiety, post-traumatic stress disorder, depression 


That suited him well. That was Øystein. 


The next picture | saw was a sixteen-year-old Bystein leaving the hospital all alone with a small suitcase in his hand. 
He was empty and broken, with blond roots and dark bags under his eyes. He was only sixteen and he was a human 
wreck already. | could feel his pain well, close to the bone. 


That Day was the last scene he showed me. 


Øystein was at the phone, trying to reach through to someone multiple times. In the end he heard an automatic 
secretary and he decided to leave a message. "You're not answering, you fucker", he said. Then | understood that he 
was calling me, to Bergen. While | was en route to him. God. | had never listened to that message, why? Everything 
went so quickly. There was a long silence in the message. "You know what? | miss you. As hell. | want you to come 


back. l'm sorry. Come back". 


The moment he put down the receiver, he heard someone knocking on the door. Bystein turned back in fear, walked 
over to the door. "Who's that?", he asked. "It's your father, open the door", he heard and frowned. "No, come 
tomorrow, it's late", he mumbled and moved back from the door. "Øystein, its urgent! We need to talk about your 


mother". "What does she have to do with that?", Øystein groaned. "Just open the door and we'll talk". 


He hesitated, | could feel it. He was afraid too. But in the end he unlocked the door and rapidly opened it. | could say 
that Bystein regretted that now very, very much. 


There was also a man he didn't know apart from his father. He looked at them, baffled, and his anxiety was growing. 
"Can we?", Mr Aarseth smiled and walked inside along with that other man. That one was younger, with dark hair and 
black shirt. "What the hell is it all about?", Øystein groaned, "Who's he?". "This is Erik Arneberg, my good friend", 
Freddie Krueger explained as if that was the simplest thing in the world. 


Øystein didn't like it, he bristled. "Okay, listen", Mr Aarseth sighed and sat down in the armchair in the living room, 
"I'm going to say it once and | won't repeat myself: | won't tolerate something like that. You have to shut down 
Helvete". Øystein blew a raspberry in disrespect, "You cut me off the family, we have nothing in common with each 
other, | said I'd change the surname so what the fuck do you want from me?". "Your mother's sick because of you, 


she needs psychiatric treatment, that's what | want", Mr Aarseth rose his voice. He eyed his son with such a 
terrifying sight as if the devil himself looked at him. Øystein got scared but he didn't let it show outside, he didn't 


want to give that monster any satisfaction. 


"Ive already had a psychiatric treatment, and it was because of you. Three fucking years. We're done here", he said 
shortly and looked at Arneberg, "Does he have to listen to it all?", he snapped, “Tell him to leave". "Erik won't go 
anywhere, he came here with me", Mr Aarseth said with a calm voice. "So I'll throw him out myself", he said and 


started fighting with the man who didn't even think about leaving the apartment. 


Øystein had no chance; the guy was much taller and probably about twenty kilo heavier. They started struggling. Erik 
pulled Bystein's hair with a firm grip, it hurt, as if he wanted to scalp him. | could feel it as well. | could feel 
everything. Then he threw him onto the floor and twisted his arm. It hurt, it hurt as much as if he wanted to pull 
the whole hand out of the joint. Øystein screamed. 


"Now its better", Mr Aarseth smiled and crouched at Øystein. | was afraid. | was afraid to see what happens next. It 
was too painful. It reopened old wounds again, brought back the pangs of conscience. | should have been there, | 
should have saved him. The same words, on and on again. 


Mr Aarseth lit up a cigarette, watched Øystein ceaselessly. "To suffer is good, my son’, he said, blowing out the 
smoke directly into his face, "You should've died so many times before", he confessed all of a sudden. "You were 
such a bad child. You've always had evil in yourself. And Satan. There was no way to get rid of him. No matter what 


we did, me and your mother, you were still alivel”. 


God, it was like a speech of some mad shithead from a religious sect. It seemed as though as that's who Oystein's 
father was. How can you hurt your own child in the name of God, | couldn't understand that. 


"You think that doing all these things to me", Øystein began but his voice faltered, "would make me start behaving 
like a normal human-? You think that keeping an eight-year-old in the cellar without food for a couple of days is 
good for him? That throwing him into the ice cold lake in the middle of winter is a good idea? You really think so? 
You're a sick fucker!", he yelled and then kicked Erick between his legs and broke loose. Led by survival instinct, the 
strongest of all the instincts, he ran to the kitchen to get a knife. He grabbed it, then he started struggling again 
Arneberg threw the knife out of his hand. Øystein fell on the glass table in the living room that broke under him and 


fell in pieces. 


He lost consciousness for a second and when he came round, he felt that something ran down his face with a 
terrible speed, staining his sweater. And that thumping in his forearm. He fell on it, it was whole cut. The blood was 
everywhere, on the glass. He looked up, Erik was watching him, Mr Aarseth kept smiling. "Now you're aiming to kill 
me, aren't you?", he groaned, "That's why you brought him here. You're a fucking coward, you couldn't even do it by 


yourself!" 


He started to crawl on all fours towards his knife that fell out during the fight but Erik was faster. A kick in the 
face and then some unidentified pain. Bystein cringed, he didn't feel pain for a while but the fate stopped being good 
for him after a while, the pain in the other forearm was unstandable. The hand was broken. He howled in pain, | 


couldn't stand that sound, it hurt my heart and tore my soul apart. 


When Erik approached him again, Øystein kicked him on the shin with all his might until he fell down. He rose 
somehow and ran towards the phone. He started dialing the number with his hand cut. However, that wasn't the 
number to police. That was my number. And | was en route to him then. | was maybe in the area of Gulsvik then or 


even further. 


"Varg, answer it, answer it, answer it", he whispered to himself. First, second and third signal. "Yeah, call your 
boyfriend!", Mr Aarseth laughed, "He'll surely answer!". Erik got up in the end, attacked Øystein again, pulled him away 
from the phone. Bystein hit his head on the wall, he felt dizzy, the world around him started swirling around, became 
foggy. He ran blindly, dashed out of the apartment. He started knocking on the doors of his neighbours, nobody 
opened. Arneberg was right behind him, he stabbed him in the back, once, twice. Bystein ran downstairs, he could 
barely see, he fell off the stairs, broke the lamp that was on the staircase. Glass, glass everywhere. A lot of blood. 
Erik Arneberg walked over to Øystein again. "Be quick", he whispered very quietly seeing Erik approaching with a big 
knife in his hand. He closed his eyes, had no force to struggle anymore, he slowly drifted away into nothingness. 


Øystein lost a lot of blood, he stopped responding in the end. "Let's take him away from here", those were the last 


words of his father he heard before he died, before the knife thrusted through his skull, giving him the last deadly 
stab. 


Translations: 
#Nei pappa - No, daddy 
* *Kiere - honey, darling, dear 


***Sofdu, unga astin min. - Sleep, my little love 


Pantera - "Cemetery Gates": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =RVMvAR 14kb8 
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Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) Its fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
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Jag är rädd att man glömmer 
glömmer allt 

Som vi glömde att vi 

älskade varandra 


- Kent "Berg € Dalvana" 


lOth August 1993 


- Snorre? Are you going somewhere? 
‘Blackthorn’ was packing his things into the suitcase, put some clothes in, some music equipment. It was evening when 
| dropped by, he was supposed to borrow me some of Venom bootlegs I'd never heard before. He lived nearby so | 


called by *Vinmonopolet and bought several beer cans. Just to thank him for that. 


- Yeah, I'm going to Oslo - he mentioned casually. - | have some things to do. Oh, and your CDs are on the table in 


the kitchen. 


- To Oslo? - | repeated after him like an idiot. | put the six-pack of beer in the kitchen and then took the CDs. It was 


a good barter. - When are you going? 

- Well - he took a look at the watch on his wrist. - in fifteen minutes maybe. So what? Do you want to go with me? 
| mused over for a while. Last time Øystein told me he didn't want to see me again. We split up but in fact we had 
had a lot of such ‘breakups’ in the past. | wasn't angry anymore and | wanted to see him again, come back to him. 


That's toughl, | thought, if he tells me to leave, I'd just sit at his door and yowl until he lets me in again 


- If you could wait a quarter longer, I'd just grab some things from my place and go with you - | said. - Of course, 


if that's not a problem. 
- No, come on - he shrugged. - | can wait a while, no problem. Just hurry up a bit. 


| brightened. 


- Thanks. I'll be back as soon as possible. Thanks for the CDs! - | said as | left and quickly headed towards my 
apartment. | packed my things in a speed of light and came back at the block of flats where Snorre lived. He was just 
putting his things into the boot. | put my things in there too and then sat at the passenger seat. 


Firstly, we stopped at the petrol station, | gave him half of the price of petrol and then we headed directly to the 
copital city. 

Snorre wasn't a very chatty guy, he was rather a beholder-type, an aura of condescension surrounded him. All in 
all, he'd always seemed to me and Øystein to be a good and reliable guy you can trust. He played and recorded with 
us and it connects people. 

Who'd predict that he belonged to the sect of religious nuts and he preferred to go to prison to betray them? No- 
one knew that ‘Blackthorn’ was just a disguise, a mask. That he'd entered the black metal community just to see into 
it and then destroy it from the inside, getting rid of me and Øystein. He took cover perfectly. He was just like a 
Soviet spy in the States, nothing could hide away from him. 

He probably also suspected that there was something between me and Øystein because he knew perfectly that I'd go 
with him to Oslo. There was a very little chance that | wouldn't agree. However, Snorre knew it well that I'd love to 
see Øystein again. He knew me too well, unfortunately. 

We were riding the motorway, listening to Venom, Celtic Frost and Slayer alternately. After two hours it was me 
who drove for a while and Snorre took a nap on the backseats. | was driving, carelessly humming something, while 
there was a nightmare going on in the meantime in Oslo, at Tøyengata 38, 

When we arrived to the capital, nothing spelled disaster that was to come. Snorre was calm and concentrated. 

- Where shall | drop you off? - he asked when we were passing through Oslo streets. 

- At Tøyengata, I'll stay with Øystein. 


He said nothing, not even a single smirk flicked through his face. Full perfectionism, he played his role well. 


He dropped me off at the right street, then | took my things from the boot and said goodbye. His eyes followed me. 
He had to make sure | entered the building. Everything went smoothly according to their plan. 


| unlocked the street door, then switched on the light at the staircase and slowly started climbing up the stairs to 
the third floor. | was tired with a long journey but happy to see Øystein. That thought was a consolation, it made my 


pulse thump harder and my blood temperature rise. 


And suddenly my nostrils caught a sharp, metallic smell that made my stomach turn | frowned. Damn it, what was 


that, | thought. Something like... blood? 
When | got to the third floor, | understood. 


And suddenly a horror scene right before me; the blood was everywhere. Smudged on the floor. On the wall. The 


door to Bystein's apartment was wide open. There was a blood on them too. 


| started breathing spasmodically, | felt dizzy, it was ringing in my ears. | had to grab the handrail tight not to fall 


down. 

And then all my vital functions suddenly stopped for a split second. My heart froze. 

Øystein was lying in the pool of blood, inert and lifeless. 

The scream was stuck in my throat. My bag fell on the floor, it went dark in front of my eyes. 
| slowly walked over to him on my shaky legs, | kneeled. 

- *#Nej- | groaned. - Nei Nei Neil 


| took him in my arms, his inert body. He was dead for a while now, his eyes still wide open with fright in them. | 
pulled him close to myself, not minding the blood He was like a rag doll, lifeless. 


- Øystein, wake up - | whispered, stroking his hair, also glued with a red gunge. - Don't do this to me, do you hear 
me? You can't do this to me, you idiot. Wake up! 


And suddenly | lost the ground under my feet, | lost control and the emotions took the helm. A sudden sob shook 


me, | choked and suffocated, | couldn't catch the air. 
- Øystein, ***eg elsker deg 
It was the only one moment when | told him that. And he couldn't hear me. 


| was terribly shocked and | was only twenty years old, | had no idea what to do. | looked around, ran to Dystein's 
flat, called the ambulance. | didn't introduce myself. At least | don't think so. Everything is so blurred in my memory. 


And then | made a mistake - | ran downstairs, still in shock, dashed out of the building. Strangely enough, Snorre was 
still there, waiting for me. Even though he had something to do. It didn't astonish me back then, | was still much too 
shocked to comprehend anything, to think clearly and logically. 


- Snorre! - | shouted, my voice sounded querulously. He got out of the car, something wrong appeared in his eyes. - 


Snorre, Øystein, he is..! 

He caught me, pushed me into the car and screeched away. 

- What the fuck are you doing?! Turn back! 

- Shut up - he snapped at me. | attacked him, tried to take control over the wheel. He braked suddenly, we started 


struggling. However, he was prepared for that too. He used the stun gun. The current pierced me. Pain. And then it 
went dark before my eyes. | lost consciousness. 


| really regretted that he didn't kill me back then Some more volts would be lethal for me. But it all wasn't about 
me dying, it was about bringing me back to Bergen in bloodstained clothes to look it like I'd never left the city. It was 
all about setting me up. Someone had to be the sacrificial lamb. And | was perfect for that role. 


Translations: 
Lyrics in the beginning (Swedish): 


| am afraid that one forgets, 
forgets everything 

Like we forgot that we 
loved each other 

- Kent "Berg € Dalvana" 


*Vinmonopolet - the shop where you can buy beverage with alcohol content higher than 4,15% in Norway 
**Nej - No 
**¥eq elsker deg - | love you (dialect form of: Jeg elsker deg) 


Kent - "Berg € Dalvana’: 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =Fil_8CQOMlo 
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h the land of Gods and Monsters 
/ was an Angel 
Living in the garden of evil 


Screwed up, scared, doing anything that | needed 
- Lana Del Rey "Gods € Monsters" 


Finally the pictures disappeared and | came back to reality. | was dizzy for a while, | had a nystagmus and my heart 
was racing like crazy. | buried my face in my hands for a while. Only then did | realise that the tears were 
unwittingly rolling down my cheeks. They appeared suddenly, involuntarily. It was the reaction of my organism to the 
psychical and physical pain. The pain inflicted not on me but on the person | loved And it made it even worse. 


Because the pain caused to our close ones is always the worst. 
When | came round, | looked at Øystein. He seemed worried, 
- Now you know it all - he sighed. 


| kept staring at him, wondering how he could have survived it all. | ran the fingers through my hair, | was still in a 
deep shock. | shook my head, couldn't find the right words to express all | wanted to say. 


- How could they - | choked out in the end. - I'll kill the son of a bitch. When | find him, I'll kill him. For everything 


he's done to you. 


- And they you'll get another twenty one years - Øystein mumbled. - It's enough if those nuts go to prison. That 


would do for me. 


We fell silent again. | was still digesting what I'd seen, all those pictures | knew I'd never forget. And | didn't want to 
forget, no matter how horrible it had been. Now | could finally understand him. | understood why he behaved the 
way he did, | could understand his motives, | could understand his fascination of burning churches, | could understand 


everything. 


And | probably loved him even more. 


| kissed him as if setting the seal on everything that had been said here. Or rather seen. With this kiss | wanted to 
tell him everything | couldn't express with words. The feelings. We'd never talked about them, it was a taboo topic 
between us. But | think that Øystein understood what that kiss meant and what | wanted to express by it. And he 


reciprocated it. 


It was our first such long and passionate kiss. | even felt warm because of all those overwhelming feelings. Oystein 
was the first one who moved back, he looked at me. 


- There's one more thing. 

- What thing? - | baffled 

Øystein bit his lower lip, it was hard for him to talk about it. 
- I'm not buried. 

- What..? 

- What you can hear. | wasn't buried. 

- But.. Jørn and Jan came for your funeral - | groaned. 

- The coffin was closed. There was no body inside. 


| was afraid to hear the rest. But because we reached so far, | wasn't going to withdraw. | encouraged Øystein to 
continue by staying silent. 


- The body is in my parent's house in Egersund - he said quietly. - Under the floor. Next to my sister. 

| was lack of words again. Bystein couldn't rest in peace because he wasn't buried in a proper way; many ghosts had 
the same problem, they would come to me and ask me to find their body and dig them a proper grave. Many of 
them were lying in the mass graves, others alone off the beaten track. But in the house, under the floor... God, 
Øysteins parents were really sick. 

- |.. Ill take care of it. 

Øystein smiled in a sad way. 

=- Id like to know what you're thinking right now. After all what | showed you. 

His plea astonished me. He probably felt insecure to ask for that. 


- |, | don't know, I'm still in shock. | can understand you. Better than ever. It's a pity you didn’t tell me all this before. 


- You know it well that everything looked completely different back then. | tried to tell you several times but | was 


never brave enough. | was a fucking coward, not like you. 
- Were you afraid? - | was baffled. - Of what? 
He took a look at me. 


- Of rejection. There's nothing else that a person with borderline can be more afraid of - he said. | felt touched 


somehow. He thought that I'd leave if | get to know that dark side of his personality. | shook my head. 

- | didn't expect it all but it have never even flicked through my mind to leave you. 

We probably should have told that to each other then but those words couldn't get through our throats. Two 
emotional cripples, it wasn't a good combination. Øystein lain down on my shoulder just as he used to do sometimes. 
This time | put my arm around him, other way than in Jotunheimen. 

- What are thoughts made of? - | heard out of the blue. It was a weird question 

- | don't know - | was astonished. - Why are you asking-? 


- Because | can't stop thinking about you since the day | met you. | just can't stop myself. 


We started kissing like crazy. | didn't tell him that then but | couldn't stop thinking about him either. It was madness 
but | didn't care. | just wanted this state of things between us to last forever. 


Lana Del Rey - "Gods € Monsters": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =AEXykmKWebQ 
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The prisoner who now stands before you 

Was caught red-handed showing feelings 
Showing feelings of an almost human nature; 
This will not do 

- Pink Floyd "The Trial" 


| came back to Bergen, found my old landline that had been hidden in all the carton boxes with my stuff. | connected 


it and ‘prayed' for the voicemail to run 

| pressed the button, automatic female voice told me | had twenty one new messages. | deleted all of them until | 
reached the one | was interested in. From lOth August 1993. ystein's voice begging me to come back to him. | 
clenched my eyelids. When the message was over, the next one was played. A sudden scream that tore my soul 
apart. | saved it but | didn't want to listen to that, | couldn't. 


- Its a good evidence in the court - Øystein mumbled while sitting next to me on the floor. 


- Yeah, but it's still not enough - | said. - They may think | cooked it up, it's a dud, that | recorded it and whatnot. 


We need something more. 

Øystein made a wry face. 

- Is my body buried under the floor of my home enough-? 

I'd always liked his mordant humour but this time | didn't feel like laughing. 


- You know that we can't just enter the house with the police and show them where you're buried, we'd need a 


warrant for this. 
- We could show them the empty grave - he stated. - That'd make them look for me. 
- We'd need a permission to open your grave too - | sighed. - And that would have to be from your, erm, parents. 


- #faen i helvete - he cursed - They'd never agree on that. That'd destroy them and they know it perfectly. 


- The injunction could be enough - | settled him down. - But first, we have to get it somehow. And | need to find a 
lawyer who'd like to lead my case. It can be tough. 


- | know one that could help us - he said with a smile. - Don't think that I'd been just lounging about for all these 
five years when you were in prison. | had plenty of time and plenty to do. The guy is a bit pixilated, a great metal 
fan after hours. His name is Esben Olav Landvik and he's got his law office in Oslo. 


- Sounds good - | smiled. - I'll call him in a second. Tell me, what's going on with that Erik Arneberg now? 


- He lives in Egersund, close to my parents - he said. - They still have their sick ceremonials. But they're more 
careful since my death. But, well, they didn't resign from their sick devotions. 


- What about knife, the tool for crime? The police didn't find it. 
- My parents have it - he made a wry face full of suffering. - It lies as a trophy on the fireplace. 
- Did they wash the blood off? 


- They did. But not completely - he said quietly. - My father did it quite imprecisely. | could see that knife, | visited 


them a couple of times. There are some stains left. 

It was hard for him to talk about it and for me it was hard to listen about it. | sighed. | wanted to help him, send 
those nuts to prison but | wanted to change the course of events even more, | wanted to make that That Day never 
happened at all. 

| was a very selfish egoist and | knew that: 


- And ‘Blackthorn’? - | asked. - We could submit him for polygraph. Then he's sing all the account. 


- | don't know - he mumbled. - He's connected to those nuts more than we can even think of. He told you but | 


doubt it he wanted to act to destroy them. 
- And your clothes from That Day-? 


- Burnt. The experts gave them to my family before the section - he mumbled. - And he burnt them to cover the 


evidence of his crime. 


- What a cacophony of idiots - | hissed. - The police help them unwittingly somehow. ##Safan. Oh, you'd make a 


perfect witness in the court. 
- | know. But that's impossible. 


We'll see, it flicked through my mind. 


Translations: 


*Faen i helvete - Dammit (literatim: Devil in hell) 
**Satan - Damn, fuck it (literatim: Satan) 


Pink Floyd - "The Trial’: 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =FCMHmDntDol 
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Im addicted to you 

Youre a needle in my vein 
Gently put it in 

And intoxicate my brain 


" 


- Kontinuum "Breathe 


January 1983 


Øystein came to me to Bergen two days after my ‘interview' for ‘Bergens Tidende'. | collected him from the railway 
station but he was furious with me, he didn't want to be touched or me to take his bag, nothing. 


- #Eg forstar ikkje - he mumbled. - Why did you do it? 


- For fun - | smiled, trying to turn it into joke, humour him somehow. - Øystein, they took everything | said 
seriously! If you could only see the face of that journalist, Tønder, when | was telling him with serious face about 


worshipping Satan and so on.. 


- Why the fuck did you let them take a photo of you? - he hissed, still livid - They're gonna find you, sooner or 
later. Varg, you put the skids under yourself. That interview, it was like walking on the thin ice. 


- Stop exaggerating - | sighed, rolling my eyes. | hated when Øystein lain it on with a trowel this much. He had a 
tendency to behave like my mother then or somebody. - My face is hidden in the picture, no-one's gonna recognise 


me - | said in sotto voce, trying to put my arm around him but he shrugged and moved back. 


- | just don't want you to go to prison - he said quietly. He wanted to add something else, so | waited for him to 
continue but Øystein withdrew in the end. 


| wanted to hear him saying that he didn't want me to go to prison because he needed me and he wouldn't cope 
without me. Yeah, that was exactly what | wanted to hear. But none of these was said, we were still kids and couldn't 


talk about our feelings even if they were so visible that it even hurt. 


Øystein didn't ride for seven hours to Bergen because he had some business to do here, some contract to sign. He 
came just because of me, because he wanted to see me. | would come to Oslo for the same reason, to see him. It 


was pure and simple, we both knew it perfectly but none of us dared to say it out loud, we were immature, in love 


and mutinous. And that all created an explosive mix. 
| led Øystein to my loft. He smiled when he saw that my windows were uncurtained. 


- You told Tønder you don't like the light, huh? - he laughed. He was finally in a good humour, so | could breathe 


with a relief. 
- Yeah, | kind of mocked him and everyone else - | said in a triumphant tone. 


- Your sense of humour is even worse than mine - he said, putting his bag on the floor. - And it's a rare 


phenomenon Did you write anything new? 


He sat on the mattress | used to sleep on and | sat right next to him and handed him the notebook with all lyrics to 
Burzum. | opened it on the right page and grabbed the guitar. 


- | called it ‘Lost Wisdom’. 
| played the riff, Øystein followed the lyrics. He smiled so he liked it. He approved of it. 


- It was good. Very good indeed. Great lyrics: ‘Denied by the blind chuch, cause these are not the words of God' - 


he quoted. - Can we release it this year? 
- | hope so. 


| put the guitar aside, pulled him close, moved my hand up his back, slid it into his hair and pulled it suddenly so that 
he had to lean backwards. But he didn't escape, that was his ‘yes’. 


- | wish | could hate you for that | feel so good with you. 

He closed his eyes as | slid my hand under his sweater and touched his chest. 
- So stop me then 

- Don't stop - he whispered. 


| took off his sweater, made the first step to undress him. | could feel that he still wanted to push me back but he 


didn't do it; our relationship had always been like this, so full of ambivalence. 


We started kissing, Øystein leant backwards, pulled me closer to him. He had goose pimples, there was a blizzard 
outside, minus twenty probably, and my loft wasn't very warm either. There was circa seventeen degrees inside. His 
hands cold as usual, | shivered when he slid it under my T-shirt. 


He was impatient, took it off me and started struggling with my belt. | helped him, took off my trousers, then my 
black boxers. | took his jeans off abruptly, he wore nothing underneath. We didn't take our eyes off each other, his 


eyes told me he wasn't weak that he was aware of what was going to happen. 

| lain down on him, he pulled me even closer. | put my face next to his face and entered him. He held me on my 
waist, | started moving. First slowly and monotonously so that he could get used to it. Then | pulled him closer with 
an abrupt tug, holding his hips, pushing him back and pulling him again, thrusting better, deeper and in a better pace. 


He clenched his fingers on the sheets, a groan escaped his lips. 


| was moving in him unsteaaily, first slowly and shallowly, then hardly and deeply as if | was throwing him punches. 


He liked it, started pulling my hair. 
- |. Want. You. To. Stop. 
- Say when 


He clenched his eyelids, tried to suppress his groans, dug his nails into my skin He didn't want to give up, never. He 


fought and | also did. 

- Stop it. 

| didn't stop but wasn't so pressing. Bystein was gasping, choking, my sweat trickled down my face on his wet skin 

| slid out, dived between his legs, began to lick and suck him, he started hitting my head, pulling my hair. | didn’t stop. 
| could hear his panting breath. He stopped fighting with me, let me do him good, his hands fell on his sides and he 
started pulling the duvet again He tried to defend himself, defend against the inevitable. A scream escaped his lips 


when the feeling of fulfillment kicked the door open. The orgasm arched his back like a bow, shook his whole body. 


He climaxed in ages before the orgasm left him for good. | looked at it gloatingly and with satisfaction. | let him be, 


rested with my face between his legs while he was coming round. 

- One day I'll kill you for that - he gasped and we both laughed. 

We kissed, | bit his earlobe. He took my penis in his hand, started moving it up and down, | groaned and swelled. He 
picked up the pace, | was close to the winning post. Then he slowed down. He tortured me, smiling. My cheeks hot, 
sweat running down my temples. 

He finally put myself inside him, let me do this, he was master of the situation. | groaned, pressed hard on him, 
keeping him in a vice-like grip, my heart was racing like crazy. | was already in another world, | flew away on the 
orbit. A groan that announced the final stretch. | thrusted him with everything that tormented me. | tried to hurt 
him. | wanted to thrust him until everything that tormented also him dies. 

My muscles strained, | fell into the abyss straight to the paradise. 


Our groans sounded like exorcisms. Yeah. After all, | told that we were the Satanists in the interview. 


Finally all the sounds withered, | was resting, breathing. All my senses were coming back to me, my breath and pulse 


slowly calmed down. Øystein mumbled something, | got off him, | probably got heavy. | lain down next to him on my 


abdomen, staring at him. He had red flushes on his cheeks, making a horrible contrast to his pale skin 


| reached for a can with unfinished beer that was standing next to my bed, drank a bit and then handed it to 
Øystein. | cleared my throat. 


- How long are you staying-? - | asked, reaching for the windowsill. | took the skins and some weed that were lying 
there, rolled up a joint and lit it up. | treated Øystein with it, he inhaled and blew out the sweet white smoke. 


- | need to be back in Oslo the day after tomorrow. That band, Abruptum, wants to sign a contract with me. 
| nodded, didn't comment his words. | wanted him to stay longer but, of course, | didn't say it out loud. 


We spent two idyllic days together, not quarreling even once. However, we had no idea that in the meantime the 
police was trying to find me, hotting on so-called "the Satanists" trail. 


| saw him off to the railway station on the late afternoon, he had to be back in the capital in the evening. We 
decided that next time it would be me who'd come to him. Just as it had always been None of us could even 


suspect that this meeting would never happen. 


It was late in the evening when | heard a hammering on the door, and then rine policemen stormed into my small loft 
as if | was a dangerous terrorist. They were a bit baffled when they saw me, they had probably expected a scary 
big guy, but they must have seen my picture in the newspaper. 


- Varg Vikernes, you're suspected to have destroyed the property of state, cultural heritage and a third-degree 
murder. You have the right to have a lawyer present now and during any future questioning - one of the policemen 
recited in one breath. 


| was perplexed; they twisted my hands, handcuffed me and led out as a terrorist. 


| landed in the interrogation room. They unhandcuffed me and left me alone. | knew they were watching me from 
behind the one-way mirror, they were watching me. | crossed my arms on my chest in an arrogant gesture. | 
wasn't afraid. | was rather livid. Tønder had promised me that I'd stay anonymous, the protection of source. And 


then, after a few days after having given the interview, | got nine policemen and charges of murder and destruction 


of the property of state. 


| wanted to call Øystein, tell him about everything. | knew he'd find everything out from the next day's Dagbladet or 
VG and | wanted to avoid such a situation. | knew he'd be furious, that he'd telling me that he was right, that why- 


the-fuck-did-I-do-that-damn-interview. But | knew that he'd also intercede for me and help me as soon as possible. 


Two policemen came, sat in front of me and started asking me questions. | didn't ask for a lawyer, | didn't need him. | 
denied everything they suspected me of. 


- That wasn't me. Everyone believes journalists - | sighed, rolling my eyes. - | used the ‘we' form, speaking in the 
name of the whole community. Not mine. | have done nothing wrong. 


They kindly gave me a glass of water and then interrogated me for a couple of hours. After this prelude they 
decided to keep me in the custody for unspecified time. | was furious! They had no evidence, just some suspicions 


and they had no right to keep me arrested. 
However, it wasn't the last time when the Norwegian defenders of the law broke their own rules. 


- Can | call my family? - | asked. | had to find some good excuse, after all | couldn't say | wanted to call my 
‘boyfriend’. That would sound ridiculous in my lips. Especially when it comes to that issue with ‘Faust’ and that queer 


from Lillehammer. 


They agreed on that. They brought me the telephone to the interrogation room. It was about three o'clock in the 
morning when | was dialing the number to Helvete. | hoped that Øystein didn't sleep but it was doubtful when it came 


to him. | gave up after eight signals and called on his landline. He answered the phone after three signals. 
- Øystein, its me, Varg. 
- Varg, what happened? - he asked with his voice fully conscious. He hadn't been sleeping. 


| took a deep breath. 


- | was arrested. l'm after the first interrogation but they decided to keep me in the custody for unspecified time 


unless they find some evidence - | blew a raspberry. 


- *#Fgen i helvete! - he boomed out. - | knew it, | just knew it would end up like this! Jævla Tønder! If | ever meet 
him, l'm going to cut his balls out and flush in the toilet - he mumbled. | liked it when he talked like that, it was 
quite funny. He could be very cute when he was angry. - And you, a hero. The one who wanted to have an interview. 
Which custody are you in? I'm going to get the first train to Bergen. 


| giggled nervously even though | shouldn't have felt like laughing. Øystein was incredible. | knew I'd get owned but on 
the other hand | knew | could count on him. 


| gave him the right address, ***Allehelgens gate (what an irony considering that I'd been accused of having burnt 
down churches) and then we said goodbyes, and | was locked in a solitary that was supposed to be my prison for the 
next upcoming months. 


Øystein came in the forenoon. When he arrived at the custody, he still had his suitcase with him and coffee he had 
bought in Narvesen. | could see it from behind the glass in my door as they took everything from him and led him 
somewhere. Then also the door to my cell was opened, | was handcuffed and led out to the meeting room. There was 


no glass between, no phone, the conditions in the custody were more human than in a normal prison 


Øystein was sitting at the table, the guard unhandcuffed and told me to sit on the opposite. ‘Half an hour’, he said, 
limiting us time. He was standing nearby, watching us. | felt uneasy, | didn't like it. 


- You idiot - Øystein sighed. 


- Im also happy to see you - | said with a smile, he got into the spirit of my mordant mood even though. 
- You're on the cover of every magazine in Norway - he said, tilting his head. - The same photo as in Bergens 
Tidende. | even started to like it, you know? You look at me from all the covers in every kiosk | pass by. Quite nice 


feeling. 


He was furious with me and the whole situation so his mood became bitter and ironic. He played with me and teased 


me, we both loved that game. 

- You became a national celebrity - he carried on - They even gave you a new pseudonym. ‘Greven’. Made from 
your ‘Count Grishnackh’. Idiots, why did they translate it - he pondered and | giggled nervously. Bystein smiled finally, 
he leant towards me. - If | could, I'd hit you hard. But | don't want to be thrown out since | only came here. 


- You'll get that chance - | smiled half-arsed. 


- Oh, | don't doubt it - he said but got serious afterwards. - Varg, tell me what to do, what did they decide? Shall | 


intercede for you, give you some alibi-? 


- No decisions yet - | sighed. - They're looking for some evidence. That's why they keep me here. And because they 


won't find any, | guess it will drag on for months. 

- **##Djevelen! - he cursed. - What about a deposit? 

- | don't know. Øystein, that would be like two hundred thousand crowns. You don't have such an amount. 
- | could collect it, | have broad connections in our community, don't forget about it. 

| smiled. 

- You're impossible - | shook my head. 


- I'll take it as a complement - he smiled and then rose from his seat. - I'll go and ask about that deposit, I'll be 


back in a second. 


- Don't go - | grabbed his wrist. - We have only ten minutes left. I'd like to benefit from it. You'll ask them while 


leaving. 
| could notice the guard's dark look so | let Bystein go. He got back to his seat, agreed with me. 


We talked for a while again and then the guard came and interrupted us without remorse. Øystein stood up, | took 


him by the hand. 


- Will you come tomorrow? - | asked, nearly begging him. | didn't want it to sound like that. 


- Sure - he smiled and then he was led to the exit. 


They released me Ith March because of lack of evidence, after four weeks spent in the custody. Of course, all of 
the newspapers wrote about it and made a point of taking a picture of Øystein who picked me up from the police 
station He covered his face but it obviously made a fuss who he could possibly be. None of us wanted to be 
connected directly to church burnings or the murder in Lillehammer, he was The Prince of Death from Oslo, | was 


Greven from Bergen. We played together but didn't want to be connected in any other way. 


Øystein took me to Oslo with the car borrowed from ‘Hellhammer', we expected that I'd be safer in much bigger city 
and | would be able to stay anonymous. It was an illusion, | was already well-known across the whole country but | 


could always wait out the worst time in Helvete or Øysteins flat where | could feel safe. 
Translations: 

*Eq forstar ikkje - | don't understand (dialect form of: Jeg forstår ikke) 

*#Faen i helvete! - Damn it! (literatim: Devil in hell) 

***Allehelgens gate - All saints street 

*#*#*Djevelen - Dammit! (literatim: Devil) 

Kontinuum - "Breathe": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =hSuByGN3ReY 


PS. NARVESEN (mentioned in the chapter) is one of Norway's biggest convenience store chains 
PPS. VG and DAGBLADET - Norwegian tabloid newspapers 


Chapter XVII 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) It's fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of each chapter.) 


/ can feel the darkness coming 
And Im afraid of myself 

Call my name and Hl come running 
Cause | just need some help 


- Hurts "Help" 


| set an appointment with Esben Landvik for the next day. He said that when it comes to my case, we shouldn't 
waste more time. He knew perfectly who | was and he enthusiastically engaged himself in the cooperation with me. | 
was positively baffled, Øystein actually knew whom to look for. 


His legal practice was settled at Karl Johans Gata (Street) which was in the heart of the city. The guy was probably 


quite well-known and popular if he could afford his own law office in such a location 


| came in, an elegant woman with a severe bun on the top of her head shook my hand. | told her | had an 


appointment with Mr Landvik. She confirmed it and led me to the boss’ office. 

| saw about thirty-year-old man with dark hair gathered in a ponytail, dressed in a loose vest, sitting behind the 
desk. He was working at the computer, simultaneously talking on the phone. There was some music playing from the 
cassette, when | approached | could hear Iron Maiden. | smiled. The guy was actually positively pixilated. 


He smiled at me and hang up after a while. | sat on the opposite. 


- Hei, Esben Olav - he shook my hand over the table. - Its good to see you, Varg. Let's get to work. Give me your 


court records. 


Wow, | didn't really think he would be so eager to work with me. | gave him the weighty file, he took a glance at 


some of the documents and nodded. 
- Right, I'm in - he said briefly and treated me with a cigarette. | got tempted and lit it up. 


- Really? It doesn't look very well. Besides, I'm quite poor, | can't afford you - | said straight from the shoulder, not 
beating about the bush. 


- Nothing to speak of - he bristled. - | followed your process from the very beginning, there was so many 
shortcomings and improprieties in your case. If you're going to cooperate with me, we'll do it right - he smiled. - 


And don't care about the money. Let it be a favour from a fan. 


| laughed. | couldn't believe my own luck | could feel that | would be able to do something in the end with the help of 


such a lawyer. 


- So now tell me what happened on the lOth August five years ago - he asked. | bristled. | hated to talk about it, it 


was still too painful. 
- Can | have something to drink? 
- Sure. Juice, water, whiskey, cognac? 


- Whiskey - | said. Esben Olav poured a glass of alcohol, added some ice. When | took a gulp of the strong liquor, | 
felt a little better. - Snorre Ruch. He set me up. 


- Is he the murderer? 
- No - | shook my head. - But | know who it is. 


Faltering and stammering, | somehow managed to tell him what had happened that night. Of course | left out the 
details about Øystein, how | cried and told him | loved him, | epitomised what Snorre did and how we were arrested. 


- Why did you decide to visit Øystein earlier? - he asked. | wriggled, feeling a bit awkward. Also, it was quite weird to 
hear this stranger address to Øystein by name and not by surname as professionals usually do. He did it probably 
because | used this form in my story. 


- Because.. - | faltered. What could | say? 


- Varg, | need to know everything if | am to help you - he reminded me. - | believe you're guiltless. | know that. But 


| need to say it in the court too, second with solid evidence. There must be no gaps, no lies. 


- | loved him - | choked it out in the end. - We can say we used to be a couple. | wanted to visit him to see him, 


surprise him. Thats it. 

| expected that he'd ostracise me. That this news would discourage him completely to lead my case. After all, he was 
the only person whom | let it on that secret. Nobody apart from the involved ones (so Øystein and me) knew about 
it. Snorre just suspected something, that was something different. 


- Now | see - he smiled - It astonishes me what we're capable of when it comes to love. 


My jaw dropped when | heard it. | cleared my throat. 


- But it means.. you still want to lead my case? 


- Of course, why not? - he shrugged. - | have liberal views. If two consenting adults love each other, who cares? 


And | have it clear now why you went to Oslo then. 

- Okay - | sighed. - Thanks. 

- No problem - he laughed. - Now tell me.. the murderer. Who is he and what motive did he have? 

- Bystein's father and his friend, Erik Arneberg. Both them along with Snorre and Øysteins mother belong to the 
religious sect, The Suffering Trinity or something like that. They focus on the meaning of suffering and pain in the 
Bible - | made a wry face. 

- Did Øystein tell you about it? 

| nodded. 

- Yes. 

- Are you sure it was his father and that Erik? Its a serious accusation Father murdering his own son 

- Im sure. He told me that. 

- What do you mean? 

- | talk to him. I'm a medium. 

| explained to him who | was, how it happened and what my ‘gift really was. | tried to encapsulate the whole story 
but it still took me some time. Landvik just listened but didn't interrupt me or judged me. | liked his attitude. When | 
finished, he breathed out loudly. 

- It sounds incredible. The court won't believe us. 


- But do you believe me? - | asked skeptically. 


- | believe. OF course | do. Now we have to find solid evidence damning the old Aarseth, it would be best to nail down 


the whole sect of religious nuts. 
- Yes, so that they would hurt no one else. 


| explained (without going into details) that the sect had its disgusting devotions with children, that Dystein's sister, 
Kari, died thereby. And probably not only her. | told him about the burning of Mr Aarseth's car by Øystein, Landvik 
knew it, he'd read the files. And at the end | told him about the place of Bystein's burial. That his grave in Akershus 


is a simulacrum. 


- | cannot believe it - Landvik groaned. - This is.. damn, | have been leading lots of cases for over ten years but I've 


never heard about such a horror! 

- Me neither - | said in sotto voce. Esben Olav poured himself some alcohol too, however, he chose cognac. 

- I'm going to write to the court. I'll tell them that some new evidence appeared and that we want to do the 
postmortem examination once again - he said quickly, taking a slug of alcohol. - Then it turns out that there is no 
body. This will make the investigation begin. We'll nail them down. 

- | hope you're right. 

| also told him about the knife in the Aarseths' house and the recording on my voicemail where both Øysteins 
father and Erik can be heard. Landvik asked me for that recording, | promised him to put it on the cassette and send 
him with a carrier as soon as | come back to Bergen. He agreed. 

- We need to be careful - he said at the end. - It looks as though many people are engaged in that sect. We can't 
engage the media, I'll try to not to make the information filter. And I'll try to provide a good security for you. These 
people are dangerous. 

| was impressed. 


- There's no need for that. l'm safe. 


- Øystein thought so too. When we begin the process and sue them, it can get hot. I'll do anything | can so that no- 


one will harm a hair of your head. 

- | don't know, | really don't know how to thank you for that: 
- Don't mention it. That's my duty. 

Hurts - "Help": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =B8XxoddW4iY 
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Dry your eye 
Soulmate dry your eye 


Cause soulmates never die 
- Placebo "Sleeping with ghosts" 


| was eight when | met my first ghost. 

| used to play in the backyard, shoot pigeons from a hand-made catapult, steal the raspberries from my neighbours 
and | would roughhouse like every child did. And then appeared a boy named Anders. We started to play together. 
However, Anders was quite weird, he still talked about some treehouse, his friend Johan and his sister, Audun. 

- What happened to them? Where are they now? - | asked. 


- They were in the treehouse and they disappeared - he replied. 


| told my parents about my new friend. But they weren't very happy about it. They thought my friend was 
imaginary and this kind of thing happens quite often to children of my age then. 


- But he is reall - | stamped my feet. - I'll prove it! 


When all of a sudden the plate fell down on the floor from the worktop, they got really scared. They called my 
grandma, mother of my mother, who lived far on the North, in a village close to Tromsø. | loved her, even though | 
couldn't see her very often because of the distance between us. However, when the summer break came, | would 


spend a lot of time with her. It was then when she would put me on her lap and tell eerie stories about ghosts. 
Later on | realised that those weren't any fairy tales but her own stories. 

My parents brought my grandma over to Bergen Scarcely did she come inside when she smiled and said: You have a 
ghost in here. Without any beating about the bush or ceremony. She greeted me in a tender way and then asked me 


to introduce her to Anders. 


My friend was as usual wandering around the hill outside our house. My grandma came over to him, crouched and 
stroked his hair. She talked to him for a while and then walked over to talk to our neighbours. She came back during 


the dinner time, sat at the table with us and said: 

- Anders, the boy who Kristian talked about - she took a look at me, back then | still had the original name my 
parents had given me. - is dead for over ten years now. Before you moved in here, he lived here with his parents 
and his sister, Audun 

- Yes, he told me about it! - | butted in. - And he had a friend named Johan! 


My grandma nodded. 


- Indeed. Anders’ father built a treehouse in the woods nearby - she carried on. - One day, when Anders, Johan and 


Audun played there, the treehouse collapsed and the children died. 
- What an awful story - my father mumbled. 


- Granny, is Anders a ghost? - | asked, not really understanding it all. My brain of a little child couldn't really 


comprehend it all. 

- Yes, Kristian - she sighed. - I'll explain everything to you. 

- Mum, what can we do to.. you know, get rid of him? - my mother asked. 

- Anders wants the treehouse to be rebuilt - she smiled - Its not a big deal and it can bring him a peace of mind. 
- I'll take care of it - my father said. Grandma nodded. 

- Now, Kristian, come over for a while. | need to tell you everything. 

She took me by the hand and led me to the dining room. She sat next to me, looked at me with a serious but yet 
gentle look. | knew it would be a very important conversation and that | had to listen to everything what my 


grandma wanted to tell me. 


- Kristian, my darling - she started. - Do you understand that Anders died long ago and that the boy you saw is 
already a ghost? 


| mused over for a while. 
- Gran, but why does neither mum or dad see him? They thought | made him up! 


- Because its a gift to see the dead - she explained gently. - Not everyone has it but you and me are special. We 
have the gift to help those lost souls to find their way back home. 


| nodded. Suddenly | started to get it. Wow, | had something like a superpower! Back then it seemed so cool, | didn't 
really understand that it was a serious business. And, well, | also had no idea that some of the ghosts are very 


stubborn or even dangerous. | still lived in sweet ignorance. 


Only when | grew up a little did | realise that being a medium is more of a curse than a gift. 

Grandma explained to me in a gentle way how to deal with the ghosts and that they are as different as different 
are people and that some of them are not aware that they are dead. She tried to prepare me somehow for the 
future but it was only much later on when | truly realised the meaning of her words. 

When me and my father rebuilt the treehouse, my friend Anders disappeared irretrievably. Then it was a long time 
before the next ghost haunted me. | was only twelve when there appeared a girl that | immediately had a crush on. 
She was born at the end of the eighteenth century and her fiancé murdered her, he was a boy that her parents 
chose for her. He killed her because he was in love with another one and didn't want the marriage to come true. 
Then it was the first time | dug out the body. The girl was buried without a proper grave, just like Øystein, and she 
couldn't get peace. Then, back in her times, everyone looked for her but she was never found. | was the first person 


from two hundred years who could guarantee her some peace. 


Since then the ghosts started to appear more often and | had to mature quickly to understand the seriousness of 


the situation and be able to help them. 

| often talked to my grandma on the phone. She gave me advice and tips, just like a master educating his student. 
She'd always had so much to tell me. She didn't have enough time to tell me about everything and warn me against 
everything. 

| was fifteen when she felt worse. First she was in the hospital, then at home. None of the doctors knew what she 
suffered from; she wasn't very old, she had no cancer or any other illness consuming her from the inside. The 
doctors were hopeless and kept saying they couldn't help us. We were furious but we couldn't do much more. 

One day | was sitting at grandma's bed reading Tolkien when suddenly she called me. 

- Yeah? 

- Kristian - she cleared her throat. - | think you should know. 

| frowned. | didn't know if she was raving or being completely serious. | came closer to hear her better. 

- I'm dying because of the journeys. 


- Journeys-? - | repeated after her as if | suffered from Tourette syndrome. 


- Not the normal ones - she laughed and then started coughing again. It took eternity. - Journeys to another 


dimensions. In time. 
- What-? 


- Its high time you know it. You're old enough and | am at the end. 


- Don't say that - | hissed. 


- It's true, Kristian. And now listen. It's very important. As mediums we have also one more unique gift, not only can 
we contact with the dead and talk to them but also travel in time - another cough attack. - to be able to save 


them. 


| listened to her and my eyes got bigger and bigger with her every word. Travelling in time? Oh dammit! It sounded 


so unbelievably, just like a scenario to a Sci-Fi movie. 


- But it's very, very risky. Every interference in the past changes the future. Its like playing God, Kristian. And now 


I'm paying for this. Kristian, what is chaos theory? Did you have it on your physics lessons? 

| shook my head. 

- There was a mathematician named Lorenz who created a theory according to which small differences in initial 
conditions yield widely diverging outcomes for such dynamical systems. Do you understand? It's a so-called The 
butterfly effect. One flap of the butterfly's wings in Oslo can create a storm in Trondheim. Do you understand what 


I'm saying-? 


- Everything that | change in the past will have its consequences in the here and now? - | asked, unsure. My 


grandma smiled. 

- You're a clever boy. You understand the storm centre. 

- What about those journeys? Why are they so dangerous? - | asked. 

- Every hour spent in the past or future consumes incredible amounts of energy. Your energy and your grey 
matter. If you spend too much time there, you'll come back as a vegetable - she made a wry face. - I've never 
stayed in the past too long. But I've travelled eight times. The frequency has meaning too. And look what's happened 
to me. The medicine is hopeless. 

She started coughing again and | tried to digest what she told me. It all sounded so incredible but yet fascinating. 

- You have to deal wisely with your gift. And never ever overuse it. Only when it makes sense and its worth it. 


- But how.. how to move back in time? 


- It's not that hard - she said. - But l'm so tired. | left a letter for you on my table. | explained there everything. 


Besides, all the books will soon be yours. You will find all the useful information and instructions in them. 
- Don't say that, these are your books. 


- Kristian, you're a smart boy. You have to understand | won't stay here long - she smiled and then closed her 


eyes. - But | know you can manage. And that you won't overuse your gift. 


She fell asleep after a while and then | sneaked out of her room where she used to work. There was an actual letter 
on her table and my name hand-written on it. | took it and went outside to read it in peace and silence. 


My grandma died a few days later, we buried her, according to her last will, in the garden of her house where she 


lived since the fifties. | was downcast, now there was no-one | could openly talk to about being a medium and 


catching the ghosts. There was no-one who could give me an advice or help me. | had to manage all by myself since 


then. 


And | managed quite well until now. Now some piece of advice from my grandmother would be very useful. But she 


was gone and | had to decide by myself if to do it or not. | had to find that letter and recall everything. 
Now | could finally use my ‘gift to help Dystein, the only person I'd ever truly loved. 

| was able to save him. 

Placebo - "Sleeping with ghosts": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =PCZMFzbn4u0 
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Love is the devil 

and | am in love 

Í think Im goma be sad 

- Sólstafir "Love is the devil (and | am in love)" 


Things dragged on much too slowly. The great machine of ‘justice’ was running very indolently. And my time spent on 
the outside was shrinking fast. 


Esben Olav sent the official letter to the court to reopen my case. They poked along with it and when the answer 
finally came, they said that they'd agree on that only if we found the witnesses who could confirm that | was 
guiltless, and the murder weapon. 

| blew a fuse. They dared to give us the conditions! | couldn't believe it, that system was sick and rotten It needed 
some amendment, renewal. But | couldn't do anything. | felt hopeless. It reminded me of quixotic tilting at windmills 


again. 


- Don't worry - Esben tried to cheer me up. He knew how important and difficult it was for me. - I'll look for the 


witnesses, talk to Snorre Ruch. Maybe I'll be able to record him. 


- Esben, | have only few days left - | groaned. - I'll be sent back to the chokey before we even manage to do 


something! 


- Ill submit the application to extend your furlough - he said calmly. In contrast to me, he kept his wits about 
himself. 


Øystein was anxious too. He watched me walking around my flat and getting mad. | had to do something, | just 
couldn't sit on my hands and wait. To wait things out didn't belong to my nature, Øystein knew it perfectly well. 


However, it was me who hit on that risky idea, not him. 


- I'm going to Egersund. And find the murder weapon. 


- No way. You're not going anywhere. 
| looked at him, for a while we eyed each other. | endured that look 


- | have to get it if | want to push the investigation further. You want it Øystein, after all. We both want it, don't 


we? 

- It has nothing to do - he blew a raspberry. - How do you imagine yourself that? In that fucking town at least one 
third belongs to that fucking sect of The Suffering Trinity. Besides, you're well-known from media. My father knows 
you personally. You won't drive through Egersund unnoticed. 

He tried to talk me out of that idea but | had already made the decision and there was no way back. Øystein knew it 
well, if | dug my heels in, | would persist in my idea stubbornly. Øystein hated that feature of mine but | knew it 
impressed him in the same time. 

- Varg. 

| kept silent. 

- Varg, please, don't do it. 

His voice faltered at the end of the sentence. | clenched my eyelids, | had to be tough. | had to do it. 

- | can manage. 

- They'll kill you... kill you. 

- Stop laying it on with a trowel. 

- Varg, that man killed me and my sister! 

| opened my eyes, looked at him. | tried to endure his look but | couldn't this time, | had to look away. Sure, Øystein 
was right. Those people were capable of anything. And | was blacklisted by them. They could do anything to me. And 
no-one would ever find out. 


- Don't go. 


He grabbed my arms, shook me. | grasped him by the forearms, tried to push him back. We started struggling. | 


shoved him against the wall and we froze in some strange position. 
- Stop it - | gasped. - | won't be fighting with you. | don't want to. 
Øystein laughed in artificial way and then shook his head. 


- You'll go there anyway, won't you? - he hissed and then | felt a painful kick on the knee. It hurt, | moved away 


from him. - Then go to hell! If they kill you there on the ceremony and then bury under the floor as the next 
trophy, don't show up as a damn ghost and whine that | didn’t warn youl 


He was furious, hurt and worried. | could hear a strain of care in his words. A care for me. At least that was what 
| wanted to hear. 


He was standing back to me, his shoulders trembling. He was crying even though he had no tears. | approached him 
and carefully touched his arms, rubbed them, | wanted to placate him somehow but | was hit on the ribs with the 
elbow, quite painfully though, so | withdrew; he didn't want to be touched. 

- At least tell Landvik about your idea. 

- | will - | promised even though | knew it was a lie. | had to lie to him, there was no other way. | didn't want 
Øystein to be mad with me any longer but | knew that Esben Olav wouldn't support my idea of going to Egersund 
either. He would say the same as Øystein and, of course, he would be right. 

However, | already had a plan of action and | wasn't going to get there completely defenceless. 


Sólstafir - "Love is the devil (and | am in love)": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =AaKpvzvmNO! 
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Dae e sé mange mil og de så lenge sia 

Veit ikkie om eg e bidd bere mæ tia 

Men endelig veit eg kor ferda mi går hen 
Dee e mange hundre mil, men ikkje langt igjen 


- Moddi "Togsang" 


| left the message to Landvik on his voicemail - | knew he would listen to it only when | am already in Egersund, 
Everything was carefully planned; | kept the promise given to Øystein but on the other hand | knew that Esben Olav 


wouldn't stop me. So | could salve my own conscience and feel - quite - safe. 


| borrowed a car from my old friend and left Bergen in the night, heading out to E39 motorway southwards. | had 


about seven hours to go so | counted that | would be in Egersund around seven am. 

Vestlandet was said to be the most beautiful part of Norway. Well, my journey to Egersund was not a sightseeing 
trip but | had to say that it was right; after an hour and a half | had to cross the Bernafjorden (Bear's fjord) with 
the ferry. | managed to catch the last ferry on that day. While | was waiting in the queue of cars, | looked down into 
the dark water from above the steep forested slopes were rising. The view was breathtaking and it evoked the good 
memories from my and Øysteins trip to Jotunheimen which is placed next to the longest fjord in Norway - 
Sognefjorden. 

Øystein appeared suddenly on the passenger seat, scaring and perplexing me as always. 

- You didn't tell it to Landvik. 

| looked at his wry face. 

- | did! 


- You left the message on his voicemail, you idiot. 


- Do you have to follow me constantly? - | resisted his attack with an attack. Øystein sighed, withdrew. 


- | do because you're going to make a huge mistake. 
- I'm doing it for you. For us. 
He had no counterargument in that case. 


- You don't have to sacrifice yourself like this - he mumbled. - Anyway, if you - he cleared his throat. - die, 
nobody will help me at all. 


- Øystein- 

- You know it's true - he didn't let me finish the sentence. We eyed each other in silence. None of us wanted to 
yield, no way. Sure, | was painfully aware of it but on the other hand that trip was no suicide mission However, this 
was exactly how he treated this so. 

The car in front of me started up, so | also started the engine and followed him up to the ferry. 

- Looks almost like Sognefjorden - | said, taking last look at Bjørnafjorden. 


- Nei It was prettier back there - he said. 


- We'll go there again - | said with a firm voice. Bystein smiled doubtfully, he didn't believe me. However, | was going 


to prove him that it was going to be this way. 

We kept silent for a longer while, | parked the car on the deck of the ferry and turned off the engine. 

- My mother leaves for work about nine am. - he said all of a sudden. | was all ears. - My father doesn't work but 
he leaves too, around ten o'clock. Sometimes he goes shopping, other times he jogs in the neighbourhood and it takes 
him about forty five minutes. There is some kind of park or woods on the opposite, anyway, its a brushwood you 
can hide in. It's better to park the car further, the number plate from Bergen may be suspicious for the locals. 


| kept silent, digesting everything he'd told me. 


- | can go with you, warn you in case they came back earlier - he said, massaging his temples. - But | can't do 


anything else. 
| smiled. He wanted to help me against all the odds. Even though it was the place of his torments, the place where 


he was buried. Probably that house evoked all the horrible memories he had but he wanted to do it anyway. | 


appreciated that. It was exactly in such moments when | loved him madly. 
- Takk 


| leant and kissed him. | could only hope it wouldn't be our last kiss ever. 


Lyrics in the beginning: 

It's so many miles and its so long since 

| dont know if lve waited my time 

But in the end | know where my journey leads 
Its many hundred miles but its not yet far away 
- Moddi "Train song" 

Moddi - "Togsang': 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =gRsb ThVOmnl 


Bjornafjorden: 


http://upload.wikimediaorg/wikipedia/commons/thumb/e/el/Bj%C3 %B8r nafjorden_fr %C3 %AS_Svartavassfjellet JPG/440px- 
Bj) %C3 %BBrnatjorden_fr %C3 %A5S_Svartavassfjellet JPG 
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But oh how | lived my life for you 

Stil youd turn away 

Now as I de for you 

My flesh still crawls as | breathe your name 
- Megadeth "h my darkest hour" 


| arrived to Egersund after seven am. | wasn't tired, I'd drunk hectoliters of coffee during the whole trip, while 
listening to Venom just not to fall asleep. | hoped to visit the Aarseths' house, quickly grab the murder weapon and 


leave the town. 


It was the adrenaline that drove me on, so my brain and heart worked at full capacity. | had to be concentrated, one 


mistake would cost me a lot. 


- Park here - Øystein mumbled to me, pointing at the place aside, at the road leading out of the town. | parked 


between a local car and one from Stavanger. It was a good idea, nobody here would notice my borrowed Volvo. 

| turned off the engine, put on the sunglasses not to be recognised straightaway and looked at Øystein. So many 
contrary emotions on his face, he was still doubtful. And | was too but contrary to him, | was more confident and 
sure about my decision 

- Ready? - | asked, just as | had done the day when we burnt down the Holmenkollen chapel. 

- *Aldri - he said, changing his words from that day, and we got out of the car. 

| took my small bag where | had a special package for the weapon murder (so not to leave my fingerprints by any 
chance), pepper gas and my own knife. It was a quite poor equipment, generally speaking, | didn't even have the right 
to possess that fucking pepper gas because | was still a prisoner. If a policeman caught me and | was fanned, | would 
probably have my verdict extended for a couple of months for the ‘gun ownership’. 


- Follow me - Øystein said, leading me through this small town with nine thousand inhabitants. 


Egersund seemed to be quite desolate. It seemed to be just like every harbour town in Norway - the whole its life 
was gathered around gågate - the pedestrian precinct - or the harbour itself where the most of the inhabitants 


worked. It seemed so because the atmosphere there was heavy, unpleasant. Some eerie ambience. Or maybe it was 
just my feeling because | knew perfectly well what had happened there a dozen or so years ago and what was still 
happening. 


| wondered what Øystein was feeling, back to the place of his torment. Going towards the hated family home where 
he was ‘buried’. | couldn't read any emotions from his face, nothing. But | was sure that deep inside he wanted to 


twist and scream and leave this place as quick as possible. 

After twenty minutes, we were on the spot. 

- Its here - Øystein whispered. | looked in the direction he did. | could see a usual two-storeyed family house with 
white elevation and black roof. Then the chimney on its top, a small annex to the house, a garage. It was there, in 
front of that garage where that poor hurt boy, teenage Øystein, dropped the cigarette butt, turning his own father 
into a burning flambeau. 

That was where his body was. 

We stood hidden behind the lush trees and bushes. | put my hand between his blade bones, he shrugged. 

- Are you okay-? 

- Stop kidding - he hissed. - I'll go and see if they're home. If | wave to you, it means we have a clean way. 

- How are we going to enter the house? - | asked. | hadn't thought about it earlier, though. 

- I'll try to hand you the keys through the gap under the door. They have one bunch extra. 

| nodded. Ghosts can move the things with their will force or rather, by accumulation of their energy. That's where 


all the stories about poltergeists and haunted houses come from. Usually its just an attempt to contact the living, 
not terrify them. The ghosts don't drop the plates for fun. Its rather like begging for help. 


After all, the ghost must use the incredible amount of energy to move an object. Contrary to the common belief, 
it's not that easy. It exhausts them as much as does the huge mental effort for the living. Then they also need a 


moment of rest and regeneration. 


Øystein disappeared, then | saw him in the window on the ground floor inside the house. Then he appeared on the 
upper floor and then | saw that he waved to me. My heart started racing as hell. | forced my muscles to work and 
then ran at the backdoor or the Aarseths' house. After a second | saw the key sliding off under the door. | smiled 
and grabbed it, then unlocked the door and went inside, quietly closing the door behind me. 


When | entered, the first that struck me, was the horrible smell. 


My organism's reaction was automatic - | started coughing. So terribly! | had tears in my eyes and | had the 
impression that | would spit my lungs out. The windows were open ajar though but it didn't change a thing - the 


smell was unbearable. 


- What's this smell? - | asked, putting the sleeve of my jacket to my nose. Øystein made a wry face, looked at the 


floor. 
- Have a guess. 


Ard then it hit me - Herregud, that was it. 
Human flesh. Corrupting human flesh. Øystein and his sister. 


- I'm lying in the cellar - he added. - You'll get used to it in a second. They've been living like this for years. 

| still couldn't believe it. | was in the madhouse. Yes, indeed, it looked like a normal house from the outside. The 
courtains in the windows, a fireplace, carpets, leather settee in the living room. A crucifix on the wall. One, two, even 
three. | even found the fourth one, it was standing on the chest of drawers in the living room. 

Disgusting, mendacious people. 


Øystein walked over to the fireplace and stared looking for something. After a while | could see a panic in his eyes. 


- Its not here - he whispered - The knife is not here. They took it somewhere. ##Fy faen/ It was here the last 


time | was here. 
- Calm down, it must be inside the house - | said, trying to keep calm. Øystein started looking for the knife on the 
flat surfaces, | was searching inside the hiding places and other secret ones, he didn't have enough energy to be able 


to open the drawers and search inside them, so that was my role. 


| walked upstairs with him, passed through the mirror that he'd shown me in the visualization The one he used to 


be afraid of as a child An unpleasant shiver ran down my spine. 


Øystein deserved a happy childhood in a normal family. If only | could reach into the past, | would grab that blond- 
haired boy and his sister, pull them to myself and take them far away from here. 


But those children couldn't be saved. The only thing | could do was to try to save the adult version of Bystein, save 


him from his own father. 

- Go to my room, I'll have a look in their bedroom - he said and then we split. 

The door to Bystein's old room opened with a groan 

That used to be his kingdom once. Yes, that was exactly the same room I'd seen in the visualization The same walls. 
Now it was empty. There was no posters hanging on the walls, no books on the shelves. The bed had no mattress. | 
started opening the drawers at his desk and wardrobe but they were empty too; the Aarseths got rid of everything 


what was related to their son 


| became furious when | thought how much evil and hurt was made to him in that room, in that house. 


Childhood should be the happiest part of our lives. It should taste like chocolate ice creams, not like swallowing up 
the barbed wire. | can't even imagine that I'm eight and some repulsive old man would grope me and do the same 


with me as if with an adult. That was sick. | didn't really like children but none of them should experience something 


like that. 

| left the room, ran across Bystein in the corridor. 

- Look in the drawers - he said quickly. - | found nothing. I'm going down to the cellar. 

There was no time for discussions, so | just nodded and walked to his parents' bedroom. Two separate beds. Well, 
yeah, Christian style, | thought ironically and then started looking in the drawers of the night tables. Nothing. | 
checked in the chest of drawers and found a case. | opened it carefully. 


Yeah, | got it! Exactly the same as I'd seen it in the visualization 


| quickly hid it in my bag and then heard Øystein calling me. | didn't hear exactly what he was saying so | walked to 


the corridor. 

And then | froze. 

- Varg, they're here! 

| heard the door cracking and then the voice | knew perfectly well. Mr Aarseth. And somebody else. Erik Arneberg. 
**#Faen i helvete! | froze, went hot and cold. | was on the upper floor. In a trap. Quietly, very quietly, | moved back 
to the bedroom. 

To make things even worse, one of the wooden planks cracked quietly. 

- Erik There's someone inside. 

| stopped breathing. Sweat all over my face and neck. 

- Varg, run! - Øystein shouted They couldn't hear him anyway. 

- | heard nothing - Arneberg mumbled. 

- Ill go and check the kitchen door - Mr Aarseth said. - You go upstairs. Maybe I've just overheard something. 


- Alright 


When | heard steps on the stairs, | panicked. | flung towards the window, stampeding, and opened it. Sloping roof, 
there was no time to think. 


- Stop! - | heard behind myself. | saw Arneberg's face for a split second, and then slid down the roof in a horrible 


speed, fell down on the ground and hit it hard. 


For a while it was just a shock after the fall. It got dark in front of my eyes. For a while the adrenaline didn't let any 


pain or stimulus from the outside reach me. | was bewildered. And then | started to feel. 


First, it was a horrible pain in my chest, | couldn't catch breath. | felt asphyxiated for a while, and ribs hurt badly. | 
didn't know if they were broken. | just knew that | fell in an unfortunate way, on my left side of the body. 


| turned around, groaning with pain, when suddenly someone pulled my hair. It was Oystein's father. 

- Kristian. Or rather, Varg Vikernes - he mumbled. - What a surprise! | haven't been expecting you. And what were 
you looking for here, huh? - he let me go but then | felt a strong kick on my loans. It hurt. | cringed and then Mr 
Aarseth took my bag. - Erik, come over and see what we have herel 

| heard the steps and whimpered. 

- Look, he found the knife. 

- What shall we do with him? - Arneberg asked. 

- We'll take him to Øystein. Bring a rope from the garage, be quick 


*Aldri - Never 
**Fy faen! - Dammit (literatim: yuck devil) 


*##fgen i helete! - Dammit! (literatim: Devil in hell) 


Megadeth - "In my darkest hour": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =mWOAo4r 2zkY 
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Choose your last words, 
This is the last time 
Cause you and | 

We were born to die 


- Lana Del Rey "Bom fo die" 


Where was Øystein? 


| was looking for him with my eyes but to no avail. My ribs hurt with every breath | took, | had a lot of saliva in 
my mouth. | spit it out and saw the blood. Damn it. 


Arneberg and Aarseth brought me inside the cellar. All of a sudden the smell started to be more intensive. They 
wanted to leave me there, in that morgue. | groaned when they dropped me on the floor and then one of them 
started tying my hands. He twisted my arms and then tied them tight with a thick rope. Already after a few 


seconds my wrists started to go numb, the circulation stopped. 


| looked at them, they discussed something, whispering. | couldn't hear their exact words but | could imagine what it 


was: kill him now or later on? Torture him? Or maybe offer him as a sacrifice? 
No wonder Øystein wasn't there. He probably didn't want to look at that. Quite right so. 
But | didn't want to die alone. | didn't want to die at all, | was only twenty six. | wasn’t ready for that. 


- Go and find the remainder - Mr Aarseth mumbled. - Tell them what happened and bring them here. And I'll have 


a word with him. 


| tried to roll somehow to not to lie down but at least kneel, however, my endeavour was foiled by a strong kick. | 
don't even know where he kicked me. | know | fell on the floor again, hitting it with my head. 


- Šo what, are you going to do the same to me as you did to Øystein? - | hissed. Aarseth crouched next to me and 
pulled my hair. | spit him right in the face. Aarseth calmly wiped the saliva away and then slapped me hard in the 
face. So hard that it flew to the side. 


- You're exactly like him. You have evil inside. If | get rid of you, | will do the world of good to this God's world - he 


said. Damn, | couldn't believe in what I'd just heard. The words of a madman! 

- Are you going to add me to your collection under the floor? - | snapped, spitting the blood out of my mouth. My 
body was aching, they dominated and still | had my mordant humour. | still wanted to provoke them. Maybe it wasn't 
a wise move but | didn't care. 


- We'll see - he mumbled. - But first you'll tell me who sent you here and how you found out everything. 


| laughed, even though | didn't feel like laughing. It was a pure mockery, | was better than this group of nuts. And 
Aarseth knew it. 


My laughter was broke by a scream. My scream. A heavy blow in my heels. Heels are a very sensitive area which 
is connected to the brain with nerves. So the blow was just like a blow in the brain itself. 


- Now you won't feel like laughing. 

My head started spinning. | think | fainted. It was like a deliverance. 

But when | woke up, my nightmare was still on 

There was more people inside the cellar. When my eyes get used to seeing again, | could see them all well. Five 
people, from which | first recognised Bystein's mother, the same woman which I'd seen in the visualization, only with 
the difference that she had more wrinkles and was slimmer. And a balding guy with glasses next to her. He also 


recalled me someone. After a second | recognised that awful face. 


It was that man, that stocky man from the visualization, the same who.. Fy faen He changed, aged and lost weight. 


But it was still the same son of a bitch. Still alive. 
| couldn't recognise the third person. The two remaining ones were Arneberg and Aarseth. 
- You've finally woken up - Qystein's father mumbled. - How did you find out about us? 


- Did you talk to Snorre? - that pervy son of a bitch chimed in. | scowled at him. If | could, | would wring his neck 
with my own bare hands. And even better their all necks. 


- | did - | said with a hoarse voice. My throat was still aching, | didn't know if it was from the roof fall or from the 
kicks. 


- No. He'd never rat us out - Øysteins mother said in a sotto voce. 
- But he had to find it out somehow - Aarseth snapped. 


- Guess - | smiled audaciously. | had some power over them, had good fun. But for the time being. 


- I'll get it out from him - Arneberg mumbled. Well, it didn't sound good. It sounded like a threat. 
- Okay - Aarseth put a hand on his shoulder. - You know what you have to do. 


Arneberg nodded and then the other people left, leaving only me and him. | looked at him. | was terrified. So truly 
terrified. For the first time in my life. | had a lump in my throat. 


Erik took a chair that was standing at the wall and put me on it. He kept silent, only looking for something in hiding 
places and drawers of this cluttered cellar. | watched his moves, saw him taking out some strange objects and put 
them close to himself. 


| started to tremble automatically. | started to feel terrified Not even of the death but of the pain | knew they 
wouldn't give up until they find out everything, they wanted to feel safe. They got away with everything for so 


many years. They remained unpunished and wanted it to be still so, that was clear to me. 


But | knew that even if | told them the truth that it was Øystein who had told me about everything, they wouldn't 


believe me. 

So whatever I'd do, | was lost. 

Arneberg finally turned to face me. Something bad shone in his eyes. My tied hands got sweaty. 

- When | use this one - he showed me some kind of tongs. - you'll keep silent. If | use this one - he pointed at the 
needles. Needles? What could he possibly do to me with them? Sew up my mouth? - you'll say half truth. But when | 


use this one - he pointed at something that looked like a storage battery. And it had cables. Badly, very badly. - 


you'll sing the whole truth in three octaves. 
Then the memories started to blur, be a fog in my memory. 


| was constantly losing consciousness, being splashed with cold water, tortured again, they | would faint again and so 
on and so on. | could feel the pain but | couldn't really find it, it spread all over my body. | couldn't even find my own 


body. 

After being electrocuted by Arneberg, | wanted him to finish me off. | wanted my body to die. | didn't want to feel 
again. | couldn't stand more. It was ringing in my ears, spinning in my head, the pain exploded inside my skull, crept in 
every feeling cell. 

When | already thought it was over, something started to happen My sight and my hearing were numb but | knew 
something changed. | could hear some shouts, raised voices, a chaos, humming. But | didn't care. | closed my eyes and 
gave in to the overwhelming darkness. 


- There he is... 


- Check the pulse. Fy faen, and what if we're too late...? 


- There, palpable but weak. Lets give him some morphine. And oxygen. 


| could feel a pressure on my elbow and a sting which was like a feather dab in comparison with what | had been 


through a while ago. | tried to open my eyelids but they were too heavy so | closed them again 
Lana Del Rey - "Born to die": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =BaglgUxuU Og 
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Im about to lose my mind 
Youve been gone for so long, 
Im rumin outta time 
/ need a doctor, call me a doctor 
/ need a doctor, doctor 


to bring me back to life 
- DrDre ft Eminem, Skylar Grey '! need a doctor" 


| was drifting in cavernous darkness. 


My body was so light, | felt no pain. | didn't feel the passage of time, | didn't know where the space began and ended. 
| let myself drown in that darkness. 


After some time something started to change. 


The darkness was going thinner, slowly passing into grey and then white. Is it what dying looks like? But what about 
the tunnel, angels and some welcoming committee? | didn't want to die. Not yet. | had to grab something, | had to gain 


a foothold, find some anchor point. 


Øystein! The memory of him was the most vivid of all. | could see his face clearly. He looked at me. He'd surely want 
me to come back, to leave this labyrinth of darkness. | had to do it. For him. | gathered all my power and walked 
towards the whiteness. 


After some time something more appeared. Sounds. Humming. And broken beeping. Beep, beep, beep. Endlessly. It 
slowly started to get on my nerves. So | hadn't died; | didn't expect such sounds that would be driving me mad in the 


afterlife. 


Slowly, all the other senses came back to me. For example: touch. My body was so heavy! And numb too. | had an 
impression that it weighted at least one tone. Or that something huge was lying on me. But probably there was 
nothing lying on me. And that awful scratch in my throat. | wanted to drink something. Oh so badly! Gobi desert in 
the noon. I'd give everything for a glass of water. | wanted to open my eyes and ask for it but my eyelids were like 


made of lead and my voice was stuck somewhere between the larynx and epiglottis. 


My brain worked slowly, very, very slowly, it was like marinated in a treacle. | was confused; | felt dizzy. But it was 


a good sign; it meant that | was coming back to life. 

| wanted to see Øystein so badly. Hear his voice. Touch him. | was obstinate and gradually my body started to react 
to stimuli. The blackness became one with the whiteness, they intermingled, but slowly the contrast was higher, the 
contours were sharper. | was close. 

Finally, | opened my eyes. For a while everything was blurred, so | blinked First, second time. | looked straight ahead. 
- You're awake. 

My brain still worked in slow motion. Everything reached to me very slowly. 

Øystein was sitting by me, looking worried at me. Why was he so worried actually? After all, | was alive. Slowly, | 
started to recall from the murk of my memory what actually happened, why | ended up there. Aarseth, crime 
evidence, the cellar. The flashbacks slowly became one entirety. 

| took a look to the side, at the electrocardiogram monitoring the action of my heart. | had a catheter on my left 
hand, to which the drip was connected. My fingers bandaged. My chest wrapped with some tourniquet, so that | 
couldn't breathe easily. Something was pulling me on my head. | touched it with the inner part of my palm. Stitches. 
And also some strange tubes coming out of my nose. | wanted to pull them out because it felt quite uncomfortable 
to have them, but Øystein stopped me. 

- No. Leave it. 

| cleared my throat, it was sore. 

- Øystein - | began but he put the finger on my parched lips, ordering me to keep silent. 


- Say no more. Save your powers. 


After a while | saw Esben Olav behind the door. He talked to somebody and then came in along with a nurse. 
Something like smile appeared on his lips. 


- Vikernes, damn it - he said and then hugged me delicately. - You're finally awake. 


- How are you feeling today? - the nurse asked, changing the drip. | asked her for a glass of water which she 
brought a second later. At last. What a relief. 


- Takk - | said. Landvik sat on the chair at my bed. Øystein looked at him or at me. Esben had no idea he was 
there what was quite funny. 


- The doctor has a ward round soon - the nurse informed me. - He'd visit you soon What's more, there was some 


policemen there... 


- I'll tell him everything - Landvik said and then the woman left the room. 

- Esben - | cleared my throat. - what's the day today? How long have | stayed unconscious? 

- Almost a week now - he said. - You were badly cut up, so they had to put you in a medically induced coma. 
- And where are we now-? 


- In the hospital in Stavanger. You were taken here by a helicopter - he said crisply. - Do you remember what 


happened? 
| nodded uncertainly. 


- Yeah, the memories keep coming back l.. what's really happened? - | looked first at him and then at Øystein. - How 
did the police know? What about Aarseth and Arneberg? 


- They were arrested, now placed in custody - he smiled. - Now the police is looking for the rest of that religious 
nuts’ group. But the most important ones already await their process. We wait for you to recover and come to the 
court by yourself. And the police.. well - he smiled again 

- First, it was me who found it. Øystein told me - he kept silent for a second. - Is he here-? 

| smiled and Øystein couldn't resist smiling either. 

- Yeah, he's sitting here. 

- It was him who informed me - he said. - When | heard your message on voicemail, | didn't know what to do. | 
wanted to go to Egersund, buts it's a far cry. It wouldn't do. And after a while my computer went mad! | thought it 
was some kind of virus maybe, but no. Øystein opened Word and wrote in: They have Varg, he needs help! And then 
he wrote his name underneath. Incredible! 


Øystein smiled even wider. 


- Its him who rescued you. If it wasn't for this message, | would never call the police in Stavanger or inform the 


right services. It's his claim to fame. 

| looked at Øystein with gratefulness. 

- Either way, the police is going to investigate you as soon as you feel better. Basing on this, | will write an 
indictment for the whole sect - he explained. - They will probably get twenty one years, at least Aarseth and 
Arneberg. 


- And what about my sentence? 


- You were in prison for five years. Unjustifiably. So we'll be fighting for the exculpation and the financial redress. 


Thanks to it, you'll be able to start a new life when it all ends. 

| sighed with a relief. My ribs hurt so | made a wry face. But at least some good news! 

- I+ sounds unbelievable - | shook my head. - Thank you. | don't know what I'd do without your help. 

- Don't mention it. You can thank me after the process when you're acquitted already. For now just sleep and rest, 
you'll need some powers for the last combat - he patted me delicately on the shoulder. - I'm leaving you both alone 
now. But I'll visit you soon - he said, getting up. - Take care, Varg. 

- *#Vj sees - | said and looked at Øystein again. - Thank you. 

- Don't mention it. 


- You saved my life. 


- They'd kill you - he groaned. - | had to do something. You were there because of me, so what? Would | just stand 


by with arms crossed, just looking as Arneberg was torturing you? 


- | didn't end up there because of you but because of my pigheadedness - | refuted. - You tried to dissuade me 
from that idea, didn't you? 


- But | didn't manage to - he rolled his eyes. - But | agreed to help you. That makes difference. 
- I'm alive. And you're laying it on with a trowel. 


- Yeah, you are alive. By miracle. With five broken ribs, broken breastbone, broken fingers, concussion and almost 
without nails. Whats more, you had internal bleeding in the kidneys area. 


| was shocked for a while, hearing the diagnosis. No wonder they put me in barbiturate-induced coma. | was so 
wasted, but | didn't remember that whole pain. Probably | was still under the influence of strong painkillers. 


- It's their fault, not yours - | said in a sotto voce. 

- It was me who landed you in it. 

- Do you always have to be so fucking stubborn? - | got irritated what electrocardiogram registered at once. 
- Okay, calm down. You need to rest. 

We kept silent for a while. My anger passed quickly. 

- Thank you - he said finally. - for everything what you've done for me. 


| smiled gently. 


- Don't mention that. | promised to help so | did, huh? 
- Now they'll finally end up in prison - he shook his head. - At last. | can feel better already. Somehow... different: 


| nodded, | understood. The ghosts always talked about ‘comfort, well-being’ when | managed to make a part of the 
task given. 


- And my body.. - he started. 


- Ill bury you and Kari - | said, even though it was a lie. In truth, | had completely different plans. | was aware that 
only when the process ends and the funeral is held, Øystein will disappear for good. 


So | aimed to save him. 
- Takk 


He leant and kissed me. It was a painful kiss. And not because | was so banged up but because | was painfully aware 


that Bystein could disappear any day now. 


And even despite of my self-confidence and strong motivation, | couldn't be sure if | would manage to get him back 


and avert the events from That Day. 


* Takk - Thank you 


*#Vj sees - See you 


Dr.Dre ft. Eminem, Skylar Grey - "I need a doctor”: 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =VATTOwpLX-Q 
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Dont be afraid youre safe with me 

Safe as any soul can be - honestly 

Just let yourself go 

Caught somewhere in time 

- Iron Maiden "Caught somewhere in time" 


| left the hospital after three weeks. In the meantime | had been interrogated by the police a couple of times and 
also the media became interested in my old case. Greven was in the spotlight again. | had no idea how they found 
out, all in all we kept everything in secret. However, it was possible that someone from the hospital staff told the 


media what was going on. 


| was angry because | needed peace in that time. | didn't fully recover yet, my fingers didn't regain the whole 
strength, and | still had problems with breathing from time to time. 


However, it all didn't bother me when it came to trying get Øystein back. 


In whole the mass in my flat | managed to find some books and notes from my grandma. | was reading them when 
Øystein wasn't around, | tried to hide it away from him but he was too intelligent and he quickly found out that | 


was up to something. 


- Why the hell are you reading this? - he got irritated. | told him some bullshit, | didn't feel well about that fact 
but | couldn't tell him the truth unless | was ready. 


Theoretically, the time travel seemed quite easy; it was enough to have a photograph of the person you wanted to 
reach (the best one would be from the exact day to hit the right place and time), a knife (to leave some blood as 
some kind of a connector between the present and the destination), a chalk (to draw a circle around yourself, a 
‘starting place’, like my grandma described it), incenses and candles (to make it easier to get into trance) and the 


text in Enochian language (artificial occult language) which | had already prepared. 
Triviality. A piece of cake. 


However, on the other - more practical - hand, the travel had more contraindications. For example, you could end up 


not in the right time or not in the right place you initially aimed for. It was a real problem because every hour 


spent in another space-time continuum decreased the amount of your grey matter and human organism couldn't 
really stand such a strain After your return you could easily become a vegetable stuck with lifetime for the 


palliative care or even die soon afterwards. 

However, it could be avoided. | guess the ‘butterfly effect was the greatest contraindication; | speculated what would 
it have been if | had rescued Øystein? None of it would have ever happened. | would have never gone to prison, 
driven to Egersund, been tortured by that sick religious sect. Aarseth and his wife would have still been on the 
loose, the same with Arneberg, Snorre and that pervert.. everyone. My actions would go down the drain 

But Bystein would have been alive. We could be together. And that was worth its price. 

Maybe | was just stupid and unwise but | wanted to do it. | had to. 

And | had to confess to myself (which was very hard) that it was egoism that drove me on. And some strange 
chemicals in my brain. Because | was perfectly aware of the fact that | wouldn't be able to live on if he, as a ghost, 


disappeared for good, went to the other side. 


It would be like an annihilation - if he disappeared, I'd disappear too. It's always two beings that disappear at the 


annihilation. 

However, there was a restriction in one of the notes. However, | couldn't decipher it because a part of the text was 
waterlogged and completely blurred. The only thing that | managed to read was: ‘While being at the destination point, 
you can't take..' and then the text stopped short. What couldn't | take? It could be an important information, and | 
couldn't find it in any book grandma had given to me. It was her own handwritten note, based on her own experience. 


Whether | wanted it or not, | had to improvise. 


A day before Dystein's funeral | stood in the middle of the living room of my flat, lit up the candles and incenses. | 
drew the circle around me. When | reached for the knife, Øystein appeared. 


- Varg, what the hell are you doing? - he groaned. His eyes wide open, he was in shock, trying to understand what | 
was up to. | eyed him for a while. And then | understood: Øystein as a ghost was the best ‘photograph’ of That Day, 
the day | wanted to go to. After all he looked like that in the day of his death. 


Now | couldn't make any mistake. 


- What am | doing? - | repeated after him and then cut my palm deeply with one sharp move. - I'm saving you, 


Øystein. 
- Varg! 


He flung towards me, suddenly he was with me inside the circle. | caught him and pulled close to me, he threw the 


knife out of my hand. | quickly grabbed the book where | had the Enochian text, | stained it with blood. 


- Varg, what are you doing?! - Øystein tried to get away. - You can't save me, it's too late already! 


- | can and I'm doing it now - | said, kissing him quickly, and then started reading out the text: 


Oxiayla holado, od zodirome 0 coraxo das zodiladare raasyo. Od vabezodire cameliaxa od bahala: NSO! salamanu telocahe! 
Casaremanu hoel-go, od ti ta zod cahisa soba coremeta i ga. NISA! bagile aberameji nonugape. Zodacare eca od 
Zodameranu! odo cicale Waal Zodoreje, lape zodiredo Noco Mada, hoathahe Saitan!* 


When | was saying those words, something started to happen. Everything started shaking, trembling and blurring in 
front of my eyes, the reality started to change. Øystein was raving, saying something to me but | didn't stop 


reading. 


After a while, | was on the spot. 


* This is the Fourteenth Enochian Key in "The Satanic Bible’ of Anton Szandor LaVey (the founder of the Church of 


Satan), this particular key is a screaming for vengeance and a demonstration of justice. It goes as follows: 


0 you soms of fury, the dowghters of the lust, which sit vppon 24 seats, vexing all creatures of the earth with age, 
which haue vnder you 1636: behold the Voyce of God, the promys of him which is called amongst you Furye or Extreme 
lustice. Moue and shew yor selues: open the Mysteries of yor Creation: be frendely vnto me: for | am the servant of 
the same your God, the true wurshpper of the Hghest 


lron Maiden - "Caught somewhere in time": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =QkUVtotfOpo 
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Angel - we can find our way somehow 
Escaping from the world we're in 


To a place where we began 


- Judas Priest "Angel" 


| was in Oslo, right by the city hall 
| did it. Incredible. 


| smiled to myself, then quickly tried to control that state of euphoria; after all, | had something to do. | looked 
around. The clock on the brick tower struck quarter past eight. But was it certainly [Oth August 1993? | couldn't say 
it off-hand, | had to ask someone. 


| headed towards Tayen district. | had two kilometers ahead of me, about half an hour. | walked in quick pace, 
accosted some woman en route. She just gave me a strange look and left hurriedly. Why? After all, my hair was 


short and | wasn't all dressed in black, so she shouldn't have recognised me. 
And what if | came too late? 


Suddenly | realised it could be so. And what if it was lith August or any other year..? | felt a sudden lump in my 
throat. Damn it. | started dashing towards Tøyengata street. No, | changed my mind. | decided to run to Helvete 


which was placed very close to Øysteins apartment. 


| passed Stortinget parliament, the railway station which | left five years later when my furlough began, | passed 


Plaza hotel and soon | was on the spot. 

| gasped, tried to catch my breath. There were a few kids with long hair hanging around the shop, some of them 
even had a corpse paint on their faces. They were angry because Helvete was closed at that time. They complained 
aloud and smoked cigarettes. | accosted one of them. 


- What's the day today? - | asked. 


| must've sounded like a madman. Or as if | was slaughtered. However, | didn't care what they'd think about me; | had 


to find out the truth. 

- What the.. - the guy started but then his friend shouted: 

- Count Grishnackh, is that really you-?! 

| rolled my eyes. Oh yes, they recognised me. 

- Its me, nevermind. Tell me what the day's today. 

They looked at each other, visibly feeling awkward with my presence there. 
- Monday - one of them mumbled. 

- lOth August? 1993? 

- Hh - another one butted in - but why do you.. 


The ninth, damn. The ninth! | was one day too early. | still had to wait one whole day until Aarseth and Erik Arneberg 
come to get Øystein. 


Could | visit him before? Tell him about everything, apologise for my words back then But | couldn't do it, | knew 
he'd think it was a lame joke and he wouldn't talk to me at all. | wouldn't reconcile with him that way but only make 


things worse. 


- Thanks - | said as | left. | had to hide somewhere until the next day. | couldn't come back to the here and now, 


that would be too risky, I'd use too much energy | couldn't waste. Coming round after the journey takes some time 


and | didn't have that time. 


When the kids left, | decided to hide inside Helvete; | used to overnight there, so it was no problem. The problem was 
how to open the door. | didn't have the keys, | didn't take them back from the present, so | had to improvise. | 
walked around the building and | found the window which could be easily opened from the outside. | lift it up with 
difficulty and then slid inside. 


It was dark. It was the part of the shop that wasn't used by Øystein. | went on, walked downstairs to the cellar. | 
slipped on the stairs and nearly killed myself but | managed to grab the handrail in time. 


- #faen i helvete - | cursed, right in the place. | knew | was in the right place, | just had to find myself some place 
to sleep. | was groping until | hit on something. Our old couch, perfect. We used to sit there, Black Circle, drinking 
beer, talking, jamming, and me and Øystein.. we also used to do some things on it until he bought himself the 
apartment at Tøyengata. 

| curled up on the sofa, thinking for a long time before | fell asleep. 


When | woke up it was still dark, but | saw a light coming from the upper floor. | rubbed my eyes and climbed up 


the stairs. Typical Norwegian summer outside: it was warm but cloudy and it could start raining at any moment. | 
sighed, went to find myself something to eat. | didn't have either a card or cash with myself, so | had to improvise. 
As usual. At least | was quite experienced in that. 


| jacked two cinnamon boller from the baker's and then my legs automatically led me to Tøyengata 38. 


What was | looking for there? | couldn't meet Øystein before evening. But somehow.. my urge to see him was 
stronger than logical thinking. | just want to see him, | kept telling myself. Just to see him. Alive. 


| was waiting. | don't know for how long. Time dragged on mercilessly slowly and | was sitting at the building, losing 
my hope and regaining it again | doubted if Øystein would leave his flat. He didn't have to do it, right? He could sit 
inside all day and.. 

and then | saw him suddenly. 

My heart froze, for a split second all of my vital functions stopped. Herregud. 


It was him. It was really him. Alive. 


| got up quickly and started following him. | didn't know why. After all, | only wanted to see him. Well yes, | saw him 
but that wasn't enough. | wanted to talk to him. Kiss him. Touch him. 


He was wearing the same sweater and jeans he wore as a ghost. The same cloths he had on that night. And that 


night was today. 


| gulped, tried to stay around ten metres behind him. He was of medium-height, one metre seventy centimeters, but 
he strode, his steps were big and he walked fast. In spite of the fact that | was taller and my legs were longer, it 
was hard for me to keep his pace and not to lose him from my sight. 


He walked towards the underground station We walked past the university botanical garden and then he suddenly 
stopped, turned at his heel and flung himself at me. 


Before | even managed to react somehow, he already shoved me to the metal fence at the garden. He was mad, he 
thought that | was following him with intention to attack him. However, when he recognised me, he relaxed. His anger 


was replaced by shock. He moved back, his lips parted in astonishment. | smiled uncertainly at him, grabbed his arms, 


stroked his skin. 
He was warm. He was alive. Just as he should be. | wanted to cry from happiness. 


- Varg? What are you doing here? - he hissed but didn't get away. - Why were you following me? And what 
happened to your hair? 


- l'm so happy to see you - | said in sotto voce, pulling him close to myself. We were hidden in the shadow of huge 
chestnuts, we didn't bother to be recognised by some passers-by. 


He yielded for a while, let me kiss him, and then he got away. 


- What a change - he arrogantly put his hands on his hips. - You weren't so nice the last time. Why did you come 
back? 


- Im sorry - | said. The word that never really left my mouth. He was baffled. - l'm sorry for what | said. | missed 


you. 


- | don't recognise you. What the hell happened to you-? 


- Øystein - | choked it out. - lm not here without a reason. You're in a huge danger. And, well, me too. | came here 


fo save you. 

- **Kg-? - he blew a raspberry. - You know what? | thought you got serious a bit. Have you come such a long 
way from Bergen just to tell me such bullshit? What the hell is wrong with you? - he groaned and moved further 
back. Suffering making his face wry. Damn it, Varg, think, | reprimanded myself in thoughts. Think! 


- It's not a joke. | wish it was just a lame joke. 


- Spare me - he spit out and then started walking towards the underground again. Think, Vikernes, think! You have to 
stop him! 


- Øystein. | know about your sister, Kari. 


Damn. Tough stuff. But it was the only thing that | managed to think about. Øystein stopped, froze. After a while he 
looked at me with so terrifying, empty eyes that | had never seen before. | approached him, he was trembling. 


- How.. how do you know? 


- You told me - | mumbled, pulling him into the shadow. His hands cold and sweaty. - In five years, when I'm on the 
furlough from the prison and you're a ghost, you'll tell me everything. 


- What are you talking about-? - he asked quietly, not understanding a thing. 
- ll explain everything to you.. But we'll talk about it in your flat, okay? 


*Faen i helvete - Damn it! (literatim: Devil in hell) 
*#Kg-? - What? (dialectal form of "Hva?") 


Judas Priest - "Angel": 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =UtNBKX4Dtwe 
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0g eg gloymi mina óró 

minnist aftur mina eydnu 

einki kann toga meg frá tær nú 
eingin kann elska meg sum tú 

- Ewer - "Silvitni" 


- | knew that one day he'd want to kill me. But | couldn't even think that.. he'd set you up for this. 

He was still in shock and it was hard for him to believe in all that. He sighed and took a sip of coffee. 

- And that other Varg is still there, in Bergen? - he groaned. | nodded. - And he has yet no idea. 

| nodded again. He was right, | didn't think about it. | didn't know how to solve that paradox. In my grandma's books, it 
was written that you can't put the lid on meeting yourself in a different space-time, because then the whole 
alternative reality can collapse. | didn't know what it really meant but | expected it to be something unpleasant. 
Maybe even death. 


- And what are you going to do? - he asked. | ran my fingers through my hair. Good question, actually. 


- | won't put the lid on your death - | started slowly. - then | will probably go back to 1998. And | hope it will be 
alright then That you will be alive. 


And with me, | wanted to add but | managed to bite my tongue in the right moment. Speaking about feeling has 
always been problematic. Even then when we were almost peers and so many things had already happened between 
us. 

Øystein nodded uncertainly and finished his coffee. 


- We will give this some of a bitch a welcome party - he mumbled. - He won't be expecting this. 


- | think you should let him in as if you never expected anything - | added. - But we'll be both prepared. We'll catch 
them and call the cops. They'll go to prison five years earlier, it will do them good. 


- | still can't believe it's happening - he shook his head. - Takk. 
- Don't thank me. You will when we already get rid of your father and Arneberg. 


We kept silent for a while. He needed a few minutes to digest all that, to comprehend it. He fixed his eyes onto the 


ceiling and then again into content of his mug. 
- How did he kill me-? 

| looked at him, worried. 

- Øystein- 


- Come on, tell me - he fixed his eyes on me. | made a wry face. - Did he shoot me? No, that would be too easy.. 


He fucked me, then took me away somewhere ard.. 


- That's enough - | stopped him shrilly. - Øystein, that's enough. | don't want to remember that, do you understand? 


| don't want to. | want to make it to never happen. 

He went on with his monologue as if he didn't hear me. 

- „stabbed me to death? Yeah, for sure. And he left me this way so that you could find me.. 

| grabbed him by his arms, shook him. 

- Øystein, that's enough. Yes, it was this way. And now, stop it. 

He kissed me. After all, it was so easy; it was easier to kiss than say what you really feel. That was hard and it 
demanded to get rid of your pride. We only started doing so with small steps after Bystein's death, when he became 


a ghost. Then something changed. 


| regretted that I'd soon forget what happened there between us but even though | wanted him with me alive. His 
lips were warm, it was unbelievable; only after a while did | realise how much | missed that. 


It confirmed that | did well going back in time, even against the will of ‘that other’ Øystein. 


| was kissing and grabbing him. He was only mine. Living body. | missed that, | missed him. Five years. Fucking five 
years. We ended up on the floor, my thigh between his legs, it was the point of no return. 


- You must've missed me a little - he mumbled with a smile. 


- If five years tells you nothing, then you'd better shut up - | said, smiling, kissing his face and his neck, while my 
and his clothes were sliding down. 


He started breathing faster, more spasmodically. He was breathing! I'd never thought that such a mundane and 


primitive activity which everybody does, would make me so happy. | rubbed his skin with my rough cheek, he pulled 


my hair. | held him tight. He was mine, whole mine, so alive, just as it always should be. 


| froze for a while when | heard his heartbeat. It raced so fast! Mine probably behaved the same way but the only 


sound of it.. | was so happy in that moment. 
- What is it? - he gasped, impatiently. 
- *Alt e klart - | said. 


| smiled at him and then we clung to each other again in a breathless and wild kiss, one of those one remembers 
long afterwards. 


| slid my hand down to his jeans, opened his fly and slid my hand down to his pants. | could see him trembling and 
after a second a sigh escaped his mouth. 


He started wriggling, he was exasperated. 


| didn't want to get down to the nitty-gritty yet, | liked teasing with him and extending this moment forever. 


Moreover, | wasn't willing to hurry, not when | finally got him back. 
- Easy - | mumbled, he chuckled and took off my trousers. 


And when we finally got rid of our clothes, suddenly it was so good. | was inside of him. All the brakes disappeared, 
there was no barriers or barricades from the past. Only our two dispersed souls together. Skin to skin. Body to body. 


It caused the fever which made me dizzy. | was desperate but he liked it that way. The sweat was on my eyes, the 
fringe was glued to my forehead. 


| wanted to cry, so good it was. When all of the frustrations already left my head. | wasn't free yet but surely 


much healthier. 


| lost my consciousness, my ‘self’. There was no me, nor him. We were one, fused with each other like copper and tin 


in bronze. In a vice-like grip and probably even stronger emotional bond. He dug his nails in my skin, pulled my hair. 
Oh God, | died. 

Orgasm broke the door down, crept onto me and arched my spine. 

My thoughts exploded, | was in a wonderful void, my soul flew around the world and came back to me. 

| looked at Øystein, at his pleased face, covered with sweat. Red cheeks, vitreous eyes which contained so many 


emotions. It all considered made me feel that | didn't regret coming there, that | was sure | wanted him that way, 


alive. | flicked his hair back from his forehead, it was the only movement | was capable of in that moment. 


We were lying side by side for a while. | kept looking at him, but it was him who first looked back, he went to the 
bathroom. | stayed, watched him washing his face, then he took a shower and the water was flowing down his slim 


body. 


When he left the bathroom with a towel around his hips, the phone rang. Very few people had his phone number, we 
all tried to stay incognito. He frowned and picked up the phone. 


- Hello-? 


His facial expression changed dramatically in one second; with his hands shaking, he turned on the speakerphone. He 


heard the voice of his murderer. 

- Øystein, I'll be in Oslo tonight. I'll drop by. 
- Don't come, we have nothing to talk about. 
- We do indeed. **Vi sees 


He hung up. Øystein looked at me with fear in his eyes; with this kind of fear I'd seen with him only once - it was in 


the visualization when Erik Arneberg stabbed him to death. 


Song at the beginning (in Faroese): 


I let go of all my troubles 

| forget my restlessness 

nothing can pull me away from you 
no one can love me lke you do 


- Ewor - "Dead calm" 


*Alt e klart - Everything's alright (dialect form of: "Alt er klart") 


*#Vj sees - See you 
Eivør - "Silvitni": 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =WaTzAln Tsbw 
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Thinking why me? 

Wishing this was all a dream 
Insanity, reality, youre going fo 
Die in front of me 


- Slayer "Playing with dolls" 


When the night came down, we were ready. 

But, in fact, it was all just a great improvisation. Each of us got a stun gun to be quicker than Aarseth and 
Arneberg. What's more, Øystein called ‘Samoth' and told him that someone would probably want to kill him that night. 
He promised to come at two am, help us and be a witness if necessary. 


We decided to record everything too to have a good evidence in the court case. 


| hid myself in the bathroom when the clock struck the zero hour. After a while | heard a loud banging at the door. 
| held my breath. | guess Øystein did too. He walked over to the door, | heard his steps. 


- Who's that-? - he asked. 

- Its your father, open the door. 

- No, come tomorrow, it's late. 

- Øystein, its urgent! We need to talk about your mother. 

- What does she have to do with that? - he groaned. 

- Just open the door and we'll talk. 

| felt as if | listened to an old cassette; exactly the same words as in the visualization "That" Øystein didn't know 


what to say but even though he said exactly the same thing; even knowing why his father dropped by with an extra 


unexpected quest. 


- Can we? - | heard Mr Aarseth walking inside, then heavy steps of Arneberg following him. Øystein was supposed 
to pretend to be astonished by the guest, because I'd managed to tell him so. 


- What the hell is it all about? - he groaned. - Who's he? 
- This is Erik Arneberg, my good friend - Aarseth explained. After a second | heard the armchair groan. - Okay, 
listen, I'm going to say it once and | won't repeat myself: | won't tolerate something like that. You have to shut down 


Helvete. 


- You cut me off the family, we have nothing in common with each other, | said I'd change the surname so what 
the fuck do you want from me? 


- Your mother's sick because of you, she needs psychiatric treatment, that's what | want! 


- I've already had a psychiatric treatment, and it was because of you. Three fucking years. We're done here - he 
said unemotionally. - Does he have to listen to it all? Tell him to leave. 


- Erik won't go anywhere, he came with me. 


Then the story took a different turn 


- Why the hell do you need bodyguard? - Øystein asked, even though he knew it perfectly well; he always could have 
played very well if the situation demanded it. - Were you afraid to drop by all by yourself, huh? 


- Oh no, not at all - Mr Aarseth laughed in an artificial way, then | could hear the lighter pop, he must have lighted 


the cigarette. - Erik, show my dearest son why you really came here with me. 


And then Øysteins scream. That was the moment for me to step in. | threw the door open with a bang, dashed out 
of the bathroom. It distracted Arneberg and baffled Aarseth for a second. The cigarette dropped out of his mouth. 


- Vikernes! That's impossible! You were.. you were supposed to be in Bergen! 


Øystein pushed Arneberg away, caught his stun gun, however, he managed to twist his hand. | flung myself to help 
him, subdued Erik with my own stun gun, and then Dystein's father fell upon me. 


He was strong, his hands clenched around my neck. 

- fy faen, Vikernes, how is that even possible - he gasped. | managed to kick him in the balls, he loosened his grip 
and then Øystein hit him in the head with all his might. | threw him off me and started catching my breath 
ravenously. Mr Aarseth staggered, got up, holding his head where a trickle of blood was running down. 


He fell on me again, probably forgetting who he wanted to murder first. 


- | won't let you hurt him - | hissed and we started to struggle. | managed to grab Dystein's stun gun and 


overwhelmed him with the help of hundreds of volts. 
When he fell lifelessly on the floor, | got up and then looked gleefully at Øystein. 
My good mood disappeared in one moment as if by magic. 


The apartment was in fire. The furniture ignited from the cigarette which Aarseth smoked. All of a sudden | realised 


how stuffy and hot it was there. 
And Øystein was standing behind the wall of flames and couldn't get out. 


*#*faen i helete! There was no time for thinking. The circle of fire narrowed Øystein more and more. The flames 


could touch him in every second. | came here to save him; | couldn't let him burn alive. 
| did the first thing that popped into my head: | grabbed the blanket from @ystein's sofa and, having wrapped myself 
in it, made a dive towards him. | caught him, pulling him close to myself. | started coughing, my eyes were prickling 


but my brain was firing on all cylinders. 


| broke the window with my elbow, jumped on the windowsill and pulled Øystein there. The air was refreshing but the 
oxygen made the flames grow even higher and spread like a wildfire. 


There was only one thing we could do. 
- Øystein, we have to jump! 


He looked down; three floors. We could easily kill ourselves. The best case scenario was that we'd break our ribs and 


legs. But there was no other option I'd rather die like that than burn alive. 
- Øystein, we jump at three.. two.. - | pulled him close to myself, he put his arm around my waist. - one! 
At the moment when we started falling, | closed my eyes. And thought about home. 


*Fy faen - Dammit (literatim: yuck devil) 


*#Faen i helvete! - Damn (literatim: devil in hell) 
Slayer - "Playing with dolls": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =DaHe4zImA 14 


Chapter XXIX 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) It's fiction, no 
profit is made. (Proper translations will be provided at the end of a chapter. Also, the links to the songs mentioned 
at the beginning of each chapter.) 


When you're with me 
/ can stand it, | can stand 
But when youre gone 


/ never land 
h Neverland 
- Marillion "Neverland" 


| hit the ground hard. My body was still sore and my still not yet conglutinated ribs answered with an awful pain 
The groan left my mouth, | felt almost like in the Aarseths' cellar when | was being hit with anything they could find. 


| was breathing heavily, | was dizzy and the pain was unpleasantly going around my body. When it eased, | budged, 
hitting something with my knee. 


It was a table. The table in my apartment. My flat in Bergen. 


There was no Oslo, no year 1993, no fire consuming the apartment at Tøyengata street. | was shocked, how did it 


happen? How did | do this? And first thing: why did | remember everything..? 
| was alive. With difficulties, but | stayed alive. | did it again. 
| cleared my throat, the lungs and ribs answered with an acute pain. | groaned loudly. 


Suddenly | felt a touch of cold fingers on myself. That person didn't obscure the light coming from my dining room. 
That person was a ghost. 


- Varg? Varg, are you okay? 
Øystein was touching me softly but even such dabs were painful. | looked at him, our eyes met. 
- You're unhurt - he passed a sentence. 


There was a delicate luminance around Øystein. His fingers were cold. Øystein was a ghost. | grabbed his wrist and 


got up to recline. | fizzed. 
- Bystein, what the fuck? 
- | think it's me who should ask you that question - he hissed. For a second | thought he'd slap me but he didn't do 


this. He looked somewhere over my shoulder and my eyes also looked towards that direction. | turned my head 


slowly with terror. 
And then | saw him. 


Øystein was lying a few meters away from me, he was lying motionlessly, lifelessly. Bystein's body. He looked as if he 
was sleeping. Or as if.. 


| sucked the air and stood up, not minding the pain in my ribs. | looked at Bystein-ghost: 

- You appeared along with him.. with me out of the blue - he groaned. - You both appeared out from nowhere! | 
don't know what you've done, how you've done it or why you've done it! - his voice was querulous, it cracked. - 
Varg, what have you done..? 

| crawled towards Dystein's body and put two fingers to his neck. | couldn't feel a pulse for a while. Only after a 


second did | feel a slow throbbing under my fingers. | checked the breath. It was slow and shallow. | didn't know what 
to do. | was afraid to move him, to do anything, having no idea if this wouldn't make things worse. 


But | had to do something, | had to save him. 


- I'm taking him.. you to the hospital - | decided, taking Dystein's inert body on my hands. He wasn't light and | was 


sore still, but | had to manage even though. 


| put him on the backseat of the borrowed car, Øysteins ghost came with me. | think | cried. Im not sure but the 
emotions got the better of me. 


- Varg, what have you done? - he asked quietly once again on the way to the hospital. 

- | went back in time. To save you. 

- Say what?! 

- | wanted to change the drift of events - | groaned. - But instead of this, completely unintentionally... | took you to 
the ninety-eight! | don't know, | don't know how I've done it.. | just thought about home, | didn't want it to end up like 
this! 


Øystein shook his head. 


- Why.. why did you want to go back in time? And how come can you have such a skill? 


- Fy faen, Øystein! I'm the mediator, | wanted to save you, is it really that strange?! 

- Varg, you can't play God - he groaned. - it's.. you just can't. You see yourself what you've done. He... I'm going to 
die now. Again. Maybe | was supposed to die that night, maybe | was destined to it. You never really thought about 
it..? 

- | love you, Øystein. And | wanted to get you back. 


| finally dared to say it out loud. My words made him fall silent, he had no more arguments. He bit his lips and looked 
at the night past the window. 


When | arrived at the hospital, the chaos set in. The emergency workers dashed outside when | informed them that | 
had an unconscious man in the car. They took him to emergency department, while the doctor who was having a 
ward round asked me about Bystein's personal details. | didn't know what to say. To lie? To tell the truth? The other 
option seemed impossible, in ‘that’ reality Øystein was dead. Well, at least officially. He was buried in Akershus, he 


was surely considered deceased in some kind of register. 


But maybe he wasn't in any register. But it had happened. Because his ghost was still with me and | did remember 
that, | remembered That Day as if it was yesterday. 


So | lied. | told them I'd found him at my block of flats, that | didn't know his name, | didn't know him at all. No, | 
didn't know his *personnummer. | didn't know his relatives. They put him as '**0Ola Nordmann’ and then examined 
him. He had no alcohol or drugs in his blood what | obviously knew. The doctors couldn't determine the reason of the 
coma, so they just connected him to a life-support machine and a drip in hope for him to wake up. 

| was sitting by him, watching his chest moving slowly. 

It was my foult. | fucked up. Again 


Øysteins ghost appeared after a while. He also watched himself. 


- Im sorry - | groaned. - | didn't want to. It was selfish. You're not the same as me. You're not a mediator. You 


couldn't.. survive the time travel. 
He put his hand on my shoulder. 
- Don't be sorry. | understand. You did try. 


- | mucked it up, Øystein - | grabbed his hand lying on my shoulder and kissed it. - I'm sorry. | guess.. we probably 
have to say goodbye. 


- No - he said with a firm voice, pulling his hand from my grip. - l.. | need to try something out. | need to see for 


myself. 


He slowly approached his own body. He leant over it. All of a sudden the glow around him shone brighter. He sighed 


with a relief. 

And he disappeared. He was absorbed by his own body. 

| froze. And held my breath for a second. This is the end, | thought. This is really the end 

And before | could even become fully aware of what was going on, something started to happen 


First, it was the electrocardiogram - it started working faster, the heart started beating in a normal pace. Dystein's 
fingers budged. | caught him by the hand, my heart was racing like crazy; was that even possible..? Could it-? 


Bystein's fingers held my hand. They were warm. 
And then he opened his eyes and looked directly at me. 


*personnummer - Social Security Number in Norway 
**0la Nordmann - ordinary Norwegian, John Smith 


Marillion - "Neverland": 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =tZhl Im2IBbk 


EPILOGUE 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you in advance for the constructive criticism, it's always appreciated! | hope you enjoy this :) Unfortunately, 


this is the last chapter of this story. 


Outside the rain fell dark and slow 

While | pondered on this dangerous but irresistible pastime 
! took a heavenly ride through our silence 

| knew the moment had arrived 

For killing the past and coming back to life 

- Pink Floyd "Coming Back to Life" 


The court's judgement was like a blessing. For the first time it was relieving, and not disappointing. 


When the main judge stated that Arneberg and Aarseth are sentenced for 21 years without any possibility for 


parole, | sighed with a relief. The rest of the sect was sentenced from five up to sixteen years in prison 


And me? | was patronised. What's more, Landvik nailed equitable remedies and a public apologise. More than | could 


have ever dreamt of. 


When the sentence was spoken, | looked at my lawyer who tried to suppress his smile but didn't really succeed. He 
showed me a thumb up under the table and | answered him with a grin. 


Then | looked at Øystein who was sitting amongst the audience in the courtroom. Ambivalent emotions on his face, 
however, the contentment and the felling of victory seemed to overwhelm the other ones. He also looked at me. He 


smiled hesitantly and then looked aside, back to the judge and the dock where his father was sitting. 


No-one had the finest idea who he was, not even Esben Olav. Øystein got back to his original hair colour - dark 
blonde - got a haircut and shaved his stubble. He didn't wear the clothes of The Prince of Death, he dressed up 
pretty casually. However, he still was the same person - even with another name and surname. But | think that his 
own father or mother were able to recognise him, nevertheless, they wouldn't be able to believe it; after all, "that" 
Øystein was dead for a long time, it couldn't be him. 


It was only me who descended to the underworld like a mythical Orpheus and took him back to the living. 


Øystein was now called Kjell Ove Johansen. We had come up with that name together, Øystein said it in the hospital, 
there were some problems with his personnummer, but we managed it too, somehow. Now | had to control myself 
to call him by his new name while in public, even though it was not easy; this name didn't suit him at all. But | guess 
it was only my feeling. 


When the judge finished the summing-up and thus finished the court case, whole audience stood up. When we left, | 
hugged Landvik and thanked him for everything he'd done for me. 


- Don't mention it - he laughed. - The pleasure is all mine. 


Øystein came after a while, his eyes starry. | couldn't help smiling. He stood by my side when Per Esben asked what 


| was going to do now. 

- Leave - | said. - For a long time. 

- Its a good decision - he chimed in. - I'm glad | could be useful to you. 

- I'm in your debt - | smiled. - Now at least I'd be able to pay you when they finally pay the remedies to me. 


However, Landvik didn't even want to hear about the money. We talked for a longer while, then we said goodbye, | put 
my arm around Dystein and we started heading towards the exit when | heard Esben Olav calling: 


- Varg! 

| turned back. Landvik was smiling, with his hands in pockets of an elegant suit. 
- If you record anything one day, can | get an album with your autograph? 

| chuckled. 

- You'll be the one who'll listen to the album, | promise. 


| could feel so lightsomely, wonderful. When we left the building of the district court in Bergen, Øystein took my hand 


and looked at me with a smile. 
- Where are we leaving? - he asked. 


- Wherever you want - | mumbled, holding him in his waist. - However, | thought that maybe itd be great to start 


our adventure in a place where we've always wanted to go to. What about... Iceland-? 
He pulled away for a second and looked at me with huge eyes. 
- You're kidding. 


- No - | smiled and reached for the inner pocket in my jacket. - | bought them this morning, even before the court 


case and wanted to give them to you tonight but.. if you insist. 


| pulled out two air tickets to Reykjavik and handed them to him. He was so baffled for a while; he looked at me and 


at the tickets, as if he couldn't believe it was happening for real. 


And then he embraced me. He did something what | had never really expected from him. | held him too. And that 
was perfect, at last. The way it had always should been 


- So, when are we having our flight? - he asked, pulling away from me. 
- Tomorrow - | said with a smile. 


- Tomorrow?! You idiot, when am | going to pack myself? - he chuckled. It was the most beautiful sound in the 


world. 

- And why should we wait? - | asked and then kissed him, finally not giving a fuck about anything. 

In that moment, | didn't have to worry about anything. Everything bad was gone. Lost in time. It made me stronger. 
And now me and Øystein were finally together. | loved him. Because in what other way can | call it that | had 


overcome the death just to get him back? 


| knew that | couldn't pledge him to love him to death. Because even she was too weak for us. In the face of what 
was between us. 


The myth about Orpheus and Eurydice got a new ending; this time he didn't lose her forever but got her away from 
Hades' hands once and for all. 


Pink Floyd - "Coming Back to Life": 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =ced3v8-SZlc 
PS. Thank you everyone for following my story and all your comments! It was a great fun to write it and I'm glad if 


you liked it :) (Especially huge thanks to Lpgw9b - your emotional and supportive comments always made my day!) 
Tusen takk 


